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RUSLAN AND LUDMILA 


DEDICATION 


/or you, queens of my soul, _ 
my treasured 
Young beauties, for your sake did | 
Ze) Devote my golden hours of leisure 
To writing down, I'll not deny, 
With faithful hand of long past ages 
The whispered fables... Take them, pray, 
Accept these playful lines, these pages 
For which | ask no praise... But stay! 
For my reward — | need not seek it — 
Is hope; Oh, that some girl should scan, 
As only one who's lovesick can, 
These naughty songs of mine in secret! 


On seashore far a green oak towers, 
And to it with a gold chain bound, 

A learned cat whiles away the hours 
By walking slowly round and round. 
To right he walks, and sings a ditty; 
To left he walks, and tells a tale... 
What marvels there! A mermaid sitting 
High in a tree, a sprite, a trail 


‘Where unknown beasts move never seen by 
Man’s eyes, a hut on chicken feet, 


Without a door, without a window, 
An evil witch’s lone | retreat; 
by woods and vale s ther re 
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PYCJIAH VU JIOAMWJIA 


NOCBALLIEHVE 


® B yacbi DOCyroB 30N0TbIx, 
Nog wenot ctapunb! GontnueBon, 
Pykoto BepHon A nucan; 

Npumute * BbI MOM Tpya urpuBbiii! 
Huubux He Tpe6ys noxBan, 
Cyactnnus yx A Hapex*xgon cnapkon, 
4To geBa Cc TpeneTom mo6Bn 
NocmotTput, MOxeT 6bITb, yKpagKon 
Ha necHyv rpewHbie Mou. 


Y nyxomopes Ay6 3eneHbiii; 
Snatan Wenb Ha pyG6e Tom: 

V QHEM MY HOUbIO KOT Y4eHbI 

Bce xoguT no uenv Kpyrom; 
VUget Hanpaso — neCcHb 3aB0mnuT, 
Haneso — CKa3ky rOoBOpuT. 

Tam 4yfeca: Tam newui 6pogur, 
Pycanka Ha BETBAX CULT; : 
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Over the sandy beaches creep, 

And from the clear and shining water 
Step thirty goodly knights escorted 
By their Old Guardian, of the deep 
An ancient dweller... There a dreaded 
And hated tsar is captive ta’en; 


There, as all watch, for cloud banks headed, 


Across the sea and o’er a plain, 

A warlock bears a knight. There, weeping, 
A princess sits locked in a cell, 

And Grey Wolf serves her very well; 
There, in a mortar, onward sweeping 

All of itself, beneath the skies 

The wicked Baba-Yaga flies; 

There pines Koshchei and lusts for gold... 
All breathes of Russ, the Russ of old! 
There once was |, friends, and the cat, 

As near him neath the oak | sat 

And drank of sweet mead at my leisure, 
Recounted tales to me... With pleasure 
One that | liked do | recall 

And here and now will share with ail... 


CANTO THE FIRST 


The ways and deeds of days gone by, 
A narrative on legend founded... 


In princely banquet chamber high, 

By doughty sons and guests surrounded, 
Viadimir-Bright Sun holds a fete; 

His daughter is the chosen mate 

Of Prince Ruslan, and these two linking 
In marriage, old Vladimir’s drinking 

Their health, a handsome cup and great 


VU Tpuguatb BUTA3eN NpeKpacHbIix 
Ypenon v3 BOD BbIXODAT ACHbIX, 

VU c HMMM DAAbKa UX MOPCKON; 

Tam KoponesBuy MUAMOxOf0M 
MnenseT rpo3sHoro uaps; 

Tam B O6nakax nepeg HapofoM 
Yepes neca, yepe3 mMopa 

KongyH HeceT Goratbipa; 

B TeMHULe TaM WapeBHa TYXHT, 

A 6ypbii BONK eH BEPHO CNyXKuT; 

Tam ctyna c Ba6orw-Aron 

Uget, 6peget cama co6oi; 

Tam Uapb Kaien Hag 3naTOM YaxHeT; 
Tam PyCCkuh Dyx... Tam Pycbto naxHeT! 
Vi tam # 6bin, “Men A nun; 

Y mops Bugen py6 3eneHbii; 

Nog HUM cugen, “ KOT yYeHbI 

CBov MHe CKa3kn roBopMn. 

OgHy © NOMHW: CKa3Ky 3Ty 

Nopeaio Tenepb & CBETY... 


NECHb NEPBAH 


Mena faBHO MUHyBLUMX DHeN, 
Npeganbsa cTapunp! rny6oKon. 


B Tonne Moryyux CbIHOBeN, 

C ppy3bamn, B FpvgHULle BbICOKON 
Bnagumup-conxue nuposan; 
MexHblwyt0 204b OH BbIZaBan 

3a KHA3A xpa6poro PycnaHa 

V meg v3 TAxkKOrO CTaKaHa 

3a ux 300poBbe BbINMBaN. 


ye To his lips held and fond thoughts thinking. He ckopo env npeaKu Hawn, 
ia Our fathers ate ‘thout haste — indeed, He cKopo ABMranucb Kpyrom 
IE y, Passed slowly round the groaning tables Koswim, cepe6paHbie yaw 
Ta)! The silver beakers were and ladles C KVNALUMM NVBOM UM BUHOM. 
hay With frothing ale filled and with mead. Onwv Becenbe B Cepaue nunn, 
EE Into the heart cheer poured they, truly... LUunena neva no kpasM, 
ie The bearers, bowing, solemn-faced, Ux Ba&dKHO YaLUHMKW HOCMANM 
IE Before the feasters tankards placed; Vi Hu3KO KnaHaAnuch roctaM. 
rw High rose the foam and hissed, unruly... 
Se The hum of talk is loud, unceasing; Cnunuca peu B LYM HEBHATHBIN; 
ae Abuzz the guests: a merry round. 2KyKUT roctenv BeECeNbIN Kpyr; 
«t Then through the hubbub, all ears pleasing, Ho Bapyr pasganca rnac npuATHbIi 
> There comes the gusli’s rippling sound. VU 3BOHKux rycnei Gernbii 3Byk; 
= A hush. In dulcet song and ringing Bce cmonknu, cnywatot Basa: 
I: Bayan, the bard — all hark him well — VU cnasut cnagocTHbin neBeu 
we Of bride and groom the praise is singing; SJiogmuny-npenectb uv PycnaHa 
> He lauds their union, gift of Lel* U Jlenem CBuTbii UM BeHeLL. 
Ts, ee 
| ~ * Lel — the slavic god of love.— Tr. 
> 
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Ruslan, o’ercome by fiery feeling, 

Of food partakes not; from Ludmila 

He cannot tear away his eyes; 

He flames with love, he frowns, he sighs, 

At his moustache plucks, filled with torment, 
And, all impatience, counts each moment. 
Amid the noisy feasters brood 

Three youthful knights. In doleful mood 
They sit there, their great tankards empty, 
With downcast eyes, the fare, though tempting, 
Untouched; the goblets past them sail; 
They do not seem to hear the tale 

Of wisdom charited by Bayan... 

The luckless rivals of Ruslan, 

Of love and hate a deadly brew 

In their hearts hid, the three are too 
O’erwrought for speech. The first of these 
Is bold Rogdai of battle fame 

(‘Twas he who Kiev’s boundaries 

Stretched with his blade); the next, the vain, 
Loud-voiced Farlaf, by none defeated 

At festal board, but tame, most tame 

Mid flashing swords and tempers heated; 
The last, the Khazar Khan Ratmir, 

A reckless spirit, aye, and ardent. 


All three are pale-browed, glum, despondent: 
The feast's no feast, the cheer’s no cheer. 
It’s over, and the feasters rise 

And flock together. Noise. All eyes 

Are smiling, all are on the two 

Young newly-weds... Ludmila, tearful, 

Looks shyly down; her groom is cheerful, 

He beams... Now do the shades anew 


Ho, CTpacTblo NbINKOU YTOMNeHHbI, 
He ect, He nbeT PycnaH BmtoGneHHbii; 
Ha apyra Munoro rnvgnt, 

B3gpixaeT, CepANTcaA, ropuT 

U, wiunns yc OT HeTepneHbaA, 

Cunutaet Kakible MTHOBeEHbA. 

B yHbIHbe, C NMACMYPHbIM YesIOM, 

3a WYMHbIM, CBageOHbIM CTONOM 
Cugat Tpuv BUTA3A MNapbie; 
Be3mMonsubi, 3a KOBLUOM NYyCTbIM, 
SaG6pinu kyOKu KpyroBbie, 

VU 6pawHa HENpusATHb! MM; 

He cnbiuwat Bewwero BaanHa; 

NotTynunv CMYLWEHHbIN B3rnaD: 

To Tpuv conepHuka Pycnana; 

B pywe HecuacTHbie TaAT 

Jiio6Bu v HeHaBUCTH AZ. 

OnnH — Pornai, soutenb cmenbii, 
Meyom pa3aBuHyBwun npegzenb!i 
Boratbix KveBcKUXx Nonei; 

Apyrot’ — Dapnad, KpukyH HAaQMeHHbIN, 
B nupax Hukem He no6ex*DeHHbIi, 

Ho BOWH CKPpOMHbI CpeAb MeYen; 
NocnepHui, NONHbIA CTpacTHOM AYMbI, 
Mnagon xasapckui xan Patmup: 
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Bce Tpoe 6negHbI 4 yrproMbt, 

VU nup Becenbiii um He B nup. 
BoT KOH4eH OH; BCTaIOT pagamy, 
Cmewanucb WYMHbIMM TONNaMM, 
VU pce rnagat Ha MONOsbIx: 
Hesecta oun onyctuna, 

Kak 6yaTo cepauem npuyHpina, 
VU ceeten panoctHbii *eHNx. 
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Embrace the earth, e’er nearer creeping, 
The murk of midnight veils the dome... 
The boyars, by sweet mead made sleepy, 
Bow to their hosts and make for home. 
Ruslan’s all rapture, all elation... 

What bliss! In his imagination 

His bride caresses he. But there 

Is sadness in the warmth of feeling 

With which, their happy union sealing, 
The old prince blesses our young pair. 


The bridal couch has long been ready; 
The maid is led to it... It’s night. 

The torches dim, but Lel already 

His own bright lamp has set alight. 


Love offers — see — its gifts most tender, 


Its fondest wish at last comes true. 

On carpets of Byzantine splendour 

The jealous covers fall... Do you 

The sound of kisses, love’s sweet token, 
And its soft, whispered words not hear? 
Does not — come, say — the murmur broken 
Of shy reluctance reach your ear? 
Anticipation fires the spirit, 

O’erjoyed the groom... But to! — the.air 
Is rent by thunder, ever nearer 

It comes. A flash! The lamp goes out, 

The room sways, darkness all about, 
Smoke pours... Fear grips Ruslan, defeating 
His native pluck: his heart stops beating... 
All’s silence, grim and threatening. 

An eerie voice sounds twice. There rises 
Up through the haze a menacing 

Black figure... Coiling smoke disguises 

Its shape... It vanishes... Now our 

Poor groom, on his brow drops of sweat, 
Starts up, by sudden dread beset, 

And for his bride — O fateful hour! — 
With trembling hand gropes anxiously... 
On emptiness he seizes, she 

Has by some strange and evil power 
Been borne away... He’s overcome... 


Ah, if to be love’s martyr some 
Unfortunate young swain is fated, 

His days may well be filled with gloom. 
But life can still be tolerated. 

But if in your arms, after years 

Of longing, of desire, of tears, 

Your bride of but one minute lies 

And then becomes another’s prize, 

"Tis much too much... Quite frankly, |, 
Were such my case, would choose to die! 


Ho TeHb O6bemnNeT BCIO Npupory, 
Y»« 6NU3KO K NONHOYNN rnyxoi; 
Bospe, 3a0pemas OT meay, 

C noxnoHom y6panucb AZomon. 
>Kenux B BOCTOpre, B ynoeHbe: 
JlackaeT OH B BOOGpaxkeHbe 
CrbignuBonK DeBbI KpacoTy; 

Ho C TaiiHbIM, FPyCTHbIM YMUIEHbeEM 
Benukuii KHA3b GNarocnoBeHbemM 


- Dapyer tonyio very. 


VU BoT HeBeCcTy mMonoszyIo 

BeayT Ha 6paynyio nocTenb, 

Oruv noracnu... W HOYHYIO 

Jlamnagy 3axuraet Jlenb. 
Csepwunucb munble Hane x*gbl, 
Jli06Bu roToBATCA Aap; 

Nagyt peBHuBbie ofex* pb! 

Ha LaperpagcKkue KOBpbl... 

Boi cnbiute nb BniOGneHHbI WenorT, 
VU nouenyes cnapkuii 3ByK, 

VU npeppiBatouwMiica ponor 
NocnegHen poGoctu?.. Cynpyr 
Boctopru 4yBcTByeT 3apaHe; 

V BOT OHU HacTanu... Bapyr 

[pom rpsvyn, cBeT GnecHyn B TymMaHe, 
Jlamnaga racHeT, ObimM 6e>KuT, 
Kpyrom BCé CMepKNOCh, BCE DPOKuT, 
VU 3amepna aywa B Pycnane... 

Bcé cmonkno. B rpo3sHon THWNHe 
Pasfanca 2Bax*ObI ronoc CTpaHHbii, 
VU kTO-TO B AbIMHOU rny6uHe 
Bssunca yepHee Mrnbi TYMAHHON... 
VW cHoBa TepeM NYCT UM THX; 

BctaeT ucnyraHHbii *KeHUXx, 

C nuua KaTUTCA NOT OCTbINbII; 
Tpenewa, xnagHow pyKon 

OH BonpowaerT Mpak HeEMON... 

O rope: HeT nogpyrmm munon! 
XBaTaeT BO32yX OH NyCTON; 
JIOAMUNbI HET BO ThMe rycTOn, 
NoxuweHa GesBecTHONM cunon. 


Ax, ecnu MyYeHuKK 1106Bu 
CtpagaetT ctpactbio GesHagexHoO, 
XOTb FPYCTHO XUTb, HPy3bA MON, 
OHaKO XKUTb CLIC BOSMOXKHO. 

Ho nocne sonrux, Donrux net 
OG6HATb BMOGNeHHy0 Nogzpyry, 
Kenanni, cne3, TOcku npesMmerT, 
VU Bapyr MUHyTHylo cynpyry 
Hasek yTpaTuTb... O APY3bA, 
KoHe4HO, nyywe 6 ymep a! 
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SCARS 


But poor Ruslan’s alive and tortured 

In mind and heart... O’erwhelmed by news, 
Just then arrived, of the misfortune, 

The Prince, enraged, turns on the youth. 
The whole court summoning, «Ludmila... 
Where is Ludmila?» thunders he. 

Ruslan does not respond. «My children! 
Your merits past high hold I... Free, 

| beg, my daughter from the clutches 

Of evil. | am helpless; such is 

Old age’s piteous frailty. 

But though | am too old to do it, 

Not so are you. Go forth and save 

My poor Ludmila, you’ll not rue it: 

He who succeeds, shall — writhe, you knave! 
Why did you not, wretch, base tormentor, 


Know how to guard your young wife better? — 


Shall have Ludmila for a bride 

And half my fathers’ realm beside!... 
Who’ll heed my plea?» «I!» says the grieving, 
Unhappy groom. «i!» shouts Rogdai, 
And echoed by Farlaf his cry 

And by Ratmir is. «We are leaving 
Straightway, and pray believe us, sire, 
We'll ride around the world entire 

lf need be. From your daughter parted 
Not long will you be, never fear.» 

The old prince cannot speak for tears; 
His gratitude is mute; sadhearted, 

A broken man, at door he stands 

And to them stretches out his hands. 


All four the palace leave together; 
Ruslan is ashen-faced, half-dead. 
Thoughts of his kidnapped bride, of whether 
He’ll ever find the maid, with dread 

And pain his heart fill. Now the foursome 
Get on their restless, chafing horses, 
And leaving dust clouds in their wake, 
Away along the Dnieper make... 

They’re lost to sight, but Prince Vladimir 
Stands gazing at the road and tries 

To span the distance ever-dimming 

As after them in thought he flies. 


Ruslan, his mind and memory hazy, 

Is mute, lost in a kind of trance; 

Behind him, o’er his shoulder gazing, 

The picture of young arrogance, 

Farlaf rides, hand on hip, defiant, 

Says he: «At last! The taste is sweet 

Of freedom, friends... When will we meet — 
The prospect likes me well — a giant? 


OgHako xuB PycnaH HeECYaCTHbIN. 
Ho TO CKa3an Benukun KHA3b? 
CpaxKeHHbliA BOpyr MONBOK yxKacHoN, 
Ha 3ATA FHEBOM pacnansch, 

Ero uv QBOp OH CO3bIBaeT: 

«Coe, rae Jiogmuna?» — BonpowaerT 
C ykaCHbIM, MaMeHHbIM YesOM. 
PycnauH He cnbiwurT. «fet, apyru! 
A NOMHIO NpexHue 3acnyru: 

O, CKaNbTeCb BbI Hag, CTapvKOM! 
CKaxuTe, KTO U3 Bac CornaceH 
CkakaTb 3a DOYepbiO Moen? 

Yen nogsur OypeT He Hanpacen, 
Tomy — Tep3aiica, nab, 3nogen! 
He mor c6epe4b eHbI CBOeN! — 
Tomy © fam ee B cynpyrn 

C nonuapcTBom npagenoB Moux. 
KTo  BbISOBeETCA, HeTM, Opyrn?..» 
«Al» — MONBUN FOPECTHbIN KeEHUX. 
«A! a! — BocknukHynu Cc Porgaem 
@Mapnad vu pagoctHbii Patmup.— 
Cenuyac KOHe CBONXx CennaeM; 
Mb! pagb! BECb USbE3AUTb MUP. 
Oteu, Haw, He NpoANMM pasnyKu; 
He 6o0ica: efeM 3a KHAXKHOM». 

Vc GnarogapHocTbio HeEMOn 

B cnesax K HUM NpocTupaeT pyku 
Crapuk, W3My4eHHbIA TOCKON. 


Bce 4eTBepo BbIXOAAT BMECTEe; 
PycnaH YHbIHbeM Kak y6uT; 
Mbicnb O NOTePAHHOM HeBeCTe 
Ero Tep3aeT uv MepTBHT. 
Cagatca Ha KOHeEM PeTMBbIXx; 
Bnonb 6eperos AHenpa cyacTnuBbIx 
Jletat B kny6awevica nbinv; 
Y>ke CKpbIBalOTCA BAAN; 

YX BCADHUKOB He BUAHO Gone... 
Ho gonro Bce ewe rnngut 
Benuxkuit KHA3b B NycToe none 
VU pymon um Bocneg neTuT. 


PycnaH TOMMNCA MONYaNMBO, 

VU CMbICN VU NaMATb NOTeEPAB. 

Yepes nneyo rnagaa cnecuBo 

Vi BaxkHo nop6ouacb, Dapnad, 
Hapyswiucb, exan 3a PycnaHom. 

OH roBopmT: «Hacuny a 

Ha Bonto BbIpBanca, Apy3sba! 

Hy, CKOpo Mb BCTpeyycb C BeNuKaHOM? 


ate: 


Then will blood pour as passions seethe 
And victims offer to the sabre. 

Rejoice, my blade! Rejoice, my steed, 
And lightly, freely prance and caper!» 


The Khazar Khan, his pulses racing, _ 

In saddle dances, for in thought 

He is the fair young maid embracing 
Whose love he has for so long sought. 
The light of hope is in his eye, 

Now does he make his stallion fly, 

Now forces him, the good steed teasing, 
To rear, now gallops him uphill, 

Now lets him prance about at will. 


Rogdai is silent; with increasing 

Unease his heart fills; dark thoughts chill 
And burden him; he is tormented 

By jealousy, and, all calm gone, 


Stares sullenly at Prince Ruslan. 


Along a single road the rivals 
Rode on all through the day until 


With hate-glazed eye, like one demented, 


. Bcé smecte efyT Lienbii DeHb. 
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YX TO-TO KpoBy 6ynerT Teub, 

Yk TO-TO 2KepTB 1106Bn peBHuBOn! 
NosBecenucb, MOM BepHbIii MeY, 
NosBecenucb, MOU KOHb peTHMBbIi!» iY 


Xasapckui xan, B yMe CBOeM itt 

Yxe Jliogmuny o6Humas, F 
Enpa He nnsawetT Hap CeanoM; a 
B HeM KpOBb UrpaeT Monosaa, 
Ora Hanexfbl NOSIOH BsOp: 
To CKa4eT OH BO BECb ONOp, 
To papasHut GeryHa nuxoro, « 
KpyxxvT, nogbemnerT Ha AbIG6HI, (a) 
Unb 2epsKO MYT Ha XONMbI CHOBA. Ie) 


Porgai yrpiom, MOnYWT — HU CnoBa... 7 
CTpawacb HeBegomoni cyfbG6b! r 
VU my¥aCb PeBHOCTbIO HanpacHon, 
Bcex 6onbwe GecnoKOeH OH, q 
Vi 4vacTo B3Op ero yxKaCHbii \ 
Ha KHA3A MpayHo yCTpemneH. Maj 
G 
q 


ConepHuku OfHONM DOporon 


From east poured shades that night’s arrival 
Bespoke... The Dnieper, cold and still, 

Is wrapt in folds of mist... The horses 

Have need of rest... Not far away 

A track lies that another crosses, 

«’Tis time to part,» the riders say. 

«Let us chance fate.» So ‘tis decided; 

Each horse is given now its head, 

And, by the touch of spur unguided, 

Starts off and moves where ‘twill ahead. 


What do you in the hush of desert 

Alone, Ruslan? Sad is your plight. 

Was’t all a dream — the bride you treasured, 
The terrors of your wedding night’? 

Your helmet pushed down to your brows, 
Your strong hands limp, the reins let loose, 
O’er woods and fields astride your steed 
You ride, while faith and hope recede 

And leave you well-nigh dead of spirit... 


A cave shows ’fore the knight; he nears it 
And sees a light there. His feet lead 

Him straight inside. The dark and brooding 
Vaults seem as old as nature. Moody, 
Distraught Ruslan is.... In the cave 

A bearded ancient, his mien grave 

And quiet, sits. A lamp is burning 

Near him, a book lies on his knee; 
Engrossed in it, its pages he 

With careful hand is slowly turning. 

«| bid you welcome, knight! At last!» 

Says he in greeting, smiling warmly. 

«Here have | twenty long years passed 

Of my old age, and grim and lonely 
They’ve been.... But now has come the day 
For which, foreseeing it, | waited. 

To meet, we two, my son, were fated, 

Now sit and hear me out, | pray.... 

Ludmila from you has been taken; 

You flag, you droop, by hope forsaken 
And faith itself.... "Tis wrong! For brief 
With evil and its partner, grief, 

Will be, | promise, your encounter. 

Take heart; with strong, sound spirit counter 
The blows of fortune, banish woe, 

And, sword aloft held, northward go! 


«He who has wronged you, O my daring 
Young stalwart, is old Chernomor, 
A wizard, he is known to carry 


AHenpa cTan TemeH 6per otnorun; 
C BOCTOKa JIibeTCH HOU TeHb; 
TymMauHb! Hag, JiHenpom rny6oKun; 
Nopa KOHAM UX OTMOXHyTb. 

Bot nog ropoi nyrem wupokum 
LWupoKkui nepecekca nyTb. 
«Pa3begemca, nopa! — cKxasanu,— 
Be3sectHou BBepuMcs cyAbbe». 

VU Ka>kObI KOHb, He 4yA CTA, 

Mo Bone nyTtb u36pan ce6e. 


4To nenaewb, PycnaH HeCYacTHbIA, 
Ogu B NyCTbIHHOM THWMHeE? 
SJlioamuny, cpagb6b! DeHb yxacHbii/, 
Bcé, MHMTCA, BUEN Thi BO CHe. 

Ha 6posy MeaHbI WunemM HagBuHys, 
U3 MOLUHbIX PyK y3Ay NOKMHyB, 

Tbi WaromM efeWb Mex nonen, 

VU megneHHo B Aywe TBOeN 
Hanexga ru6rerT, racHeT Bepa. 


Ho Bapyr npeg, BuTAsemM Newepa; 
B neujepe cBeT. OH npaAMo K Hei 
Uget nog, apemnioume cBogupi, 
POBeECHUKM CamMou Npuposbi. 
Bowen C yHbIHbeM: 4TO Ke 3PNT? 
B newepe crapeu; ACHbIA BUD, 
CnokoiHpii B30p, 6pana cenasa; 
Jlamnaga nepeg HuM ropuT; 

3a gpeBHen KHYTON OH CugMT, 

Ee BHMMaTenbHO 4uTaA. 

«flo6po noxKanoBatb, MON CbIH! — 
Cxasan c ynbi6Kxon OH Pycnany.— 
YX ABAaLUaTb NET A 30eCb OAVH 
Bo Mpake CTapou KN3HN BAHY; 
Ho HakOHeL| QOxKDaIcA OHA, 
4aBHo npeABUAeHHOrO MHOW. 
Mb! BMecTe cBefeHbI CyAb6O10; 
Cagucb v BbICnywian MeHaA. 
PycnaH, nuwunca Tbi JioomMuntl; 
Tsou TBEPAbIN Dyx TepAeT CUNbI; 
Ho 3na npomuntca G6bicTpbiiA Mur: 
Ha spema pox Te6a noctur. 

C Hagexnon, Beporo Becenon 
Ugu Ha BCé, He yHbIBai/; 

Bnepega! meyoM U rpyfblo cMenon 
Cson nytb Ha NONHOUb NpoOGuean. 


Y3Hai, Pycnan: TBOW OcKOp6uTeNb 
Bonwe6Hnk CTpawHbiA YepHomop, 
Kpacasuu, BaBHui NOXUuTUTeNb, 


Young maids off to the hills. ’Tis for 
Long years he’s reigned there. None has ever 
His castle seen, but through its door 


ig) You'll pass, | know, and end forever 
) The villain’s rule; by your hand he 
x Will perish — so 'tis meant to bel... 
3 rj | may not yield to indiscretion 
"7 ; 

A And say aught more; your destiny 

‘ ‘ Yourself from this day on you fashion.» 
beg) Our knight falls at the elder’s feet 

“py And in delight his hand he kisses. 

Wy The world a bright place seems, and sweet 
, Ps) Life is again; forgot distress is.... 


Hut then the sudden joyful glow 


C “ll His face leaves, and it pales and darkens. 
we «Do not despair but to me harken,» 
) The old man says. «! know what so 
a) Disquiets you: you are in fear of 
* The warlock’s love, eh, knight?... Be calm. 
Hh; a) The truth is, O my youthful hero, 
sf, That he can do the maid no harm, 
ie From sky the stars he’ll pluck, !’ll wager, 
a Or shift the moon that sails on high, 
y 2 But change the law of time and aging 
ue") He cannot, hard as he may try. 
hom) Though he lets none her chamber enter 
he a) And jealous watch keeps at her door, 
Fes He is the impotent tormentor 
ir c Of his fair captive, nothing more, 
- While never far from her, he curses 
Se) His lot, and soundly — but, my knight, 
| ‘Tis time for you to rest: the earth is 
in 4 Enclosed in shadow; it is night.» 
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NonHowHbplx o6nagatenb rop. 
Euje Hu4ei B ero OOuTeNnb 

He nNpOHuKas DOHbIHe B30N; 

Ho Thi, 31bIX KO3HEN uCcTpebuTeNnb, 
B Hee Tbi BCTYNULUb, “v snofen 
Noru6HerT oT pyku Teoen. 

Te6e cKa3aTb He MOMxKeH Gone: 
Cynpb6a Teoux rpagyuux oHen, 
Moku CbIH, B TBOCM OTHbIHe BONe». 


Haw! BUTA3b CTapuy Nan kK HOramM 
VU B pagocTu no63aeT pyky. 
CsetTneeT Mup ero o4aM, 

VU cepaue no3sa6bino myky. 

BHOBb OWN OH; VW BOpPyr ONATb 
Ha BCnbIXHyBlueM NMLUe KPyynHa... 
«ACHa TOCKU TBOCeH NpuuHa; 

Ho rpycTb He TpyQHO pasorHaTb,— 
Cxa3an cTapuk,— Te6e yxacHa 
Jio6oBb cegoro KonpzyHa; 
Cnoxoiica, 3Han: OHA HanpacHa 

Vi tOHOW DEBE HE CTpawHa. 

OH 3Be3QbI CBOANT Cc HeG6ocKnoOHa, 
OH CBUCTHET — 3aQPOxKUT NyHa; 
Ho npoTusB BpemMeHuU 3aKOHa 

Ero Hayka He CusibHa. 

PeBHuBbIN, TDeNeTHbIN xPaHNTeENb 
SamkosB 6e3xKanocrTHbIx ABepen, 
OH TONbKO HEMOLIHbIA MYYUTeNb 
NpenectHon neHHuULbi CBOeN. 
Boxpyr Hee OH mona 6po~nuT, 
KnsvAHeT KECTOKUM xKpebun CBON... 
Ho, 206psiii BuTA3b, Deb NpoxoguT, 
A HyxkeH na Te6A NOKOM». 
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On soft moss lies Ruslan, a flame 
Before him flickering. He yearns 

For soothing sleep, he twists and turns 
And flings about — hut no, ’tis plain 
That sleep won’t come. He heaves a sigh 
And says: «Nay, Father, sick am | 

Of soul and cannot sleep for dreary 
And troubled thought. Talk to me, do; 
With godly speech, | beg of you, 
Relieve my heart: it aches, it’s weary.... 
| make too bold to ask you this; 

You, who befriend me, | importune — 
Speak! Tell me, confident of fortune; 
Why came you to this wilderness?» 
And with a wistful smile replying 

To him, the old man says: «Alas, 

| have forgot my land!» Then, sighing: 
«A Finn am | by birth. It was 

My lot to tend the flocks of neighbours, 
And | would take them off to graze 

In vales on which no stranger’s gaze 
E’er rested. Carefree midst my labours 
Did I remain, and only knew, 

Besides the woods and streams, what few 
Joys poverty could offer to me.... 

Alas! Ahead dark days were looming. 


«Near where | lived, a lovely flower, 

One named Nahina, bloomed; of our 

Young maids none lovelier than she 

Was there. One morn, a bagpipe blowing, 
My flocks | grazed where grass was growing 
In lush profusion. | could see 

A brook wind ‘fore me; by it, weaving 

A garland, sat a dear young lass... 

Her beauty — ah, ‘twas past believing! — 
Drew and enchanted me, and as 

| gazed at her | knew !’d seen her 

Before... Yes, knight, it was Nahina, 

‘Twas fate had brought me there. The flame 
Of love was my reward for eyeing 

The maid thus brazenly; | came 

To know a passion self-denying: 

All of its bliss, all of its pain. 


«Six months sped by... | thought to win her 
And opened up my heart. | said: 

“! love thee dearly, sweet Nahina!” 

Hut my shy sadness only bred 

Scorn in her who was vain and prideful; 
She was indiffrent to my lot, 

And said, of all my pain unmindful: 

“Well, shepherd mine, | love thee not!” 
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PycnaH Ha MArKN MOX NOxKNTCA 
Npea yMupatowunm orHeM; 

OH uweT Nosa6biTbCA CHOM, 
B3abixaeT, MEANeHHO BEPTMTCA... 
Hanpacuo! Butsa3b HaKOHeU: 

«He CNUTCA 4YTO-TO, MOU OTeLI! 
YTo nenatp: 6GoneuH A AyWwoON, 

VU COH He B COH, KaK TOLWHO XKUTb. 
NosBoNb MHE CepALe OCBEX*NTb 
TBoei Gecegoto cBATOW. 

Npoctu MHe AeEpsocTHbI BONpoOc. 
OTKpoiica: KTO Thi, OnarogarTHbii, 
Cynb6b! HaNepCHUK HENOHATHbIN? 
B nycTbiHio KTO Te6A 3aHeC?» 


BanoxHys C ynbi6Ko1o neYyasbHOn, 
CtTapuk B oTBeT: «JIO6e3HbIi CbIH, 
Yk A 3a6bIN OTHNSHbI DanbHOW 
Yrptompii Kpan. NpupogsHeiv dunn, 
B gonunax, HAM ODHMM U3BECTHbIX, 
TOHAA CTagGO CeN OKPeCTHbIX, 

B 6ecneyHon IOHOCTH A 3HaN 

OxHV Apemyyve sy6pasel, 

Pyubu, newepb! Halwux CKan 

Ma pauxoi GepHoctTn 3a6aBbl. 

Ho KUTb B OTPAAHONM THWNHe 
Qiao He gonro 6bino MHe. 


Torga 6nu3 Hawero ceneHba, 
Kak MMNbIN LIBET YeAMHeHbaA, 
Kuna Havna. Mex nogpyr 
Ona rpemena KpacoTow. 
OnHaxAbl yTpeHHem noporo 
Csou cTaga Ha TeMHbIN Nyr 

A rHan, BONbIHKy HagyBan; 
Nepego MHONW WymMen NOTOK. 
OgHa, Kpacasuua Mnagaa 

Ha 6epery nnena BeHOK. 

Meua snekna Moa cyabG6unxa, 
AX, BUTSA3b, TO 6bINa Hanna! 

A kK He — W NNaMeHb POKOBON 
3a Gepskui B30P MHe O6biIn Harpagon, 
VU a m060Bb y3Han AyWON 

C ee He6ecHow oTpanon, 

C ee MYYUTeENbHON TOCKON. 


Ymyanacb rosa NONOBNHA; 

A Cc TPeNneTOM OTKPbIICA en, 
Cxa3an: mo6nto Te6a, Hanna. 
Ho po6xoi ropectu moe 
Hava C ropgoctbio BHYMalia, 
Jivuwib Npenectu cBou 06a, 
VU paBHosywto oTBeyana: 
»llactyx, a He s06mI0 Te6a!“ 


«| was estranged from all, and gloomy 
Life seemed. The shady native wood, 
The games of shepherds — nothing could 
My hurt soothe and bring comfort to me... 
| Janguished... But the far seas drew me; 
To leave my homeland sought | then 
And with a band of fighting men 

To brave the ocean’s winds capricious... 
! hoped to win renown and fame 

And for my own Nahina claim. 

This planners, according to my wishes, 

| called upon some boatmen who 
Joined with me in a quest for danger 
And gold. My land, to war a stranger, 
The clash of steel now heard, and knew 
The sound of boat with boat colliding... 
On, on we sailed, the billows riding, 

My men and I, by sweet hope led, 

Both snow and water painting red 

For ten long years with gore of foes. 

As rumour of our prowess spread, 

The foreign rulers came to dread 

Our forays, and their champions chose 
To flee our blades. Yes, fierce and heated 
Our battles were, and merry, too, 

And with the men we had defeated 
Together feasted we. But through 

The din of war and merrymaking 

| heard Nahina’s voice, and for 

The sight of her in secret aching, 

Before me saw my native shore. 

ncome, men!“ | cried. ,Did we not roam 
The world enough? Time to go home! 
Neath native eaves we’ Il hang our mail; 
Is’t not, in faith, for this we hanker!“ 

And leaving in our wake a trail 

Of fear, for Finland we set sail 

And in her waters soon dropped anchor. 


«Fulfilled were all my dreamings past 
That set my lone heart faster beating. 
O longed-for moment of our meeting, 
O blessed hour, you came at last! 
There, at the feet of my proud beauty, 
I laid my sword and, too, the booty 

Of war: pearls, corals, gold. ’Fore her, 
By jealous womenfolk surrounded, 
Her one-time playmates, my unbounded 
Love making me her prisoner, 

Mute stood I, but Nahina coolly 
Turned from me, saying with no sign 
That she would e’er relent: ,,Nay, truly, 
| do not love thee, hero mine!“ 

«I do not like to speak of things 


—_— 


La it ae See 


VU Bcé MHe ANKO, MpayHo CTano: 
Poguas kyuja, TeHb AyOpos, 
Becenb! urpbi nactyxos — 

HuyTo TOCKM He yTrewano. 

B yHbiHbe CepaAue coxno, BANO. 

VU HakoHel 3anymMan A 

OcTaBuTb muvckue nons; 

Mopenv HeBepHbie nyyuHb!i 

C apyxunon 6GpatcKon nepennbitb 
VU 6paHHoK CnaBon 3acnyxuUTb 
BHumMaHbe ropnoe Hannbl. 

A BbIsBaNn CMenbIx pbi6aKkoB 
UckaTb onacHoctTei u anata. 
Bnepspie Tuxui Kpaii OTLIOB 
Ycnbiwan 6paHHblh 3ByK Gynata 
Vi wiymM HEMUPHbIX YENHOKOB. 

A BAaNb yYNNbIN, HADE*AbI NONHbI, 
C tonnouw GeccTpalwHbIx 3EMNAKOB; 
Mb! QecaTb NeT CHera VU BONHbI 
Barpunn Kkposuio Bparos. 

Monsa Hecnacb: Wapu YyxK6UHbI 
CTpawunuct AepsocTu moen; 

Vx roppenuBble Apy>xvub! 
Bexkasiv CeBepHbIx Meyer. 

Mb! Beceno, MbI FfpO3HO 6unucb, 
Qienunu panu uv pappl, 

VU c no6ex*DeHHbIMN Cagunncb 
3a ApyxenoG6uHble nupbi. 

Ho cepaue, nonHoe Hannon, 
Nog wymom 6utBbi v nupos, 
TOMUNOCb TANHO!O KPY4YNHON, 
VUcxano dunckux Geperos. 

Nopa fomon, cka3an a, apyru! 
Nosecum npasgaHble KoNbuyru 
flog, CeHbIO XWOKUHbI POAHON. 
Cxasan — uv Becna 3awymenu! 

VU, ctpax octasBa 3a co6on, 

B 3anusB OTHW3HbI AOporon 

Mb Cc ropgonu panocrTblo BneTennu. 


C6binucb DaBHYWHMe MeUTpI, 
C6binnca nbinkne *enaHbaA! 
Munyta cnagkoro CBvfaHbaA, 

Vi ana meHa Gnecuyna Toi! 

K HOoraM KpacaBuULib! HaQMeHHON 
Niputec A Mey OKpOBaBNeHHbii, 
Kopanb!, 3naTo v KeMUyr; 
Npev Helo, CTpactbIO YNOeHHbIN, 
Be3MOnBHbiM POeM OKPyxXeHHbIA 
Ee 3aBVCTNMBbIX No”pyr, 

CTOAN A NNEKHHUKOM NOCNYWHbIM; 
Ho geBa CKpbIsIaCb OT MeHA, 


Npumonsa C BUQOM PaBHOAYLWHbIM: 


»/ Epon, A He MmoGn10 Te6sa!" 
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It is pure agony to think of. 

E’en now, my son, when at the brink of 
| am of death, remembrance brings 
Fresh sorrow to my long-numb spirit 
And gravely wounds my being whole, 
And torn by pain, seared by it, wearied, 
| feel the tears down my cheeks roll. 


«But hark! In parts | call my home, 
Amid the northern fishers lone, 

The art of magic lives. The shaded, 
Thick-growing forests wrapt in deep, 
Eternal silence lie and keep 

The secrets of the wizards aged 

Who dwell there and whose minds to quest 
For wisdom of the loftiest 

And weirdest kind are given. Awesome 
Their powers are: what was and also 
What will be they have knowledge of, 
Life can they snuff and foster love. 


«And |, love’s mad and avid seeker, 

In my despair that ne’er grew weaker, 
By means of magic thought to start 

In proud Nahina’s icy heart 

Of love for me at least a flicker. 

Toward the murk of woodiand free 

My steps in hot impatience turning, 

The subtle craft of wizardry 

| spent unnumbered years in learning. 
Then were the fearsome secrets, sought 
By me with such despair, such yearning, 
Revealed to my enlightened thought; 

Of charms and spells | knew the power: 
Love’s aim achieved — O happy hour! 
“Nahina, thou art mine!” | cried. 

“Now shail | have thee for my bride.” 
Hut once again by fate defeated 

Was | and of my triumph cheated. 


«Enraptured, with young dreams aglow, 
Filled with love’s fervour and elation, 

| loudly chant an incantation 

And on dark spirits call, and lo! 

A flash of light, a crash of thunder, 

And magic whirlwinds start awake, 

| feel the earth begin to quake, 

| hear it hum and rumble under 

My feet, and there in front of me, 

The picture of senility, 

Acrone stands. She is bent and shrunken, 
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K yemy pacckasbiBaTb, MOH CbIH, 
Yero nepecka3aTb HET CUNbI? 

Ax, W Tenepb OAH, OANH, 

Aywoni ycuys, B ABepax Mmorunbi, 
A NOMHIO ropectb, vu Nopon, 

Kak O MUHYBWWeM MbICNb pognMtca, 
No 6opone moe cenon 

Cne3a TaxKenan KaTUTCA. 


Ho cnywai: B poguHe Moen 
Mexxay NyCTbIHHbIxX pbiGapen 
Hayka QuBHaA TavTca. 

Nog KPpOBOM BeYHOU TUWWMHbI, 
Cpeau necos, B rnyluv faneKxon 
>KuByT cepble KONAYHb!; 

K npegMetam MyfpocrTn BbICOKON 
Bce MbICNM UX YCTPeEMNeHbI; 
Bcé cnbiluuT ronoc Ux yKaCHbii, 
4YTo 6bino uv 4uTO GyfeT BHOBb, 

VU rpo3Hom Bone ux NOABNACTHb! 
Vi rpo6 u camas m1060Bb. 


VU a, no6Bsu uckaTenb *anHbii, 
Pewunca B rpyctu GesoTpanHon 
Hanuyy Yapamnu npvsnedb 

V B ropaom cepaue AeBbI xnanHOn 
Jii0608b BONnWweBCTBaMU 3axKeub. 
Cnewun B o6baTua cBo6onb, 

B yeauteHHbli Mpak NecosB; 

VU tam, B YYeHbe KONAYHOB, 
Nposen HeBugumbie roppli. 
Hactan aBHo KenaHHbiii Mur, 

VU Taivny cTpawHylo npupogvbi 

A cBeTNOW MbICnuIO NOCTHr: 
Y3Han A CUNy 3aKNVUHAHbAM. 
Beneu, ni0o6Bu, BeHeELL KeNaHbaM! 
Tenepb, Hanna, Tbi Moa! 

No6ena Hawa, Ayman a. 

Ho B camom gene no6ennutenb 
Bbin pox, YNOPHbIA MOH FOHUTeNb. 


B meytTax Hagex*abl MONORON, 

B soctopre nbinkoro *®enaHba, 
TBopto NOCNEWHO 3aksIMHaHbA, 
SoBy AyYXoB — VB TbMe seCHON 
Crpena npomyanacb rpomosaag, 
BonweG6uHbii BUxOpPb NODAHAN BON, 
Semna B3gporHyna NO” HOrOK... 
Vi Bapyr Cuaut nepezo MHON 
Crapywka apaxnaa, cena, 
[na3amv BnasibimMu CBepkaa, 

C rop6om, c Tpscyyei ronoBon, 
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Her hair is white, her eye is sunken 

And glazed with age, her head is shaking.... 
Arid yet, and yet — had | mistaken 

Her for another? — Nay, O knight, 

Nahina 'twas!.. In doubt, in fright 

The horrid vision now | measured 

With unbelieving gaze, my sight 
Mistrusting... , Thou! Art thou my treasured 
Nahina? Speak!“ from me the cry 

Burst forth. ,Where is thy beauty? Why 
Have the gods changed thee so? Have |! 
Long, then, from life and love been parted?“ 
“For forty years!” | heard her say. 

»Indeed, I’m seventy to-day!... 

But never mind! So are lives charted 

And so they pass. Thy spring has flown 
And mine has too. We are, i own, 

Old, both, but be thou not disheartened 
By fickle youth’s swift passage. True, 

I’m grey, a trifle crooked too, 

Less lively and perhaps less charming 
Than once | was...“ This in disarming 
Tones she declared, her voice a squeak. 
»come, do not look, | beg, so tragic... 

| am — in confidence | speak — 

Like thee become well versed in magic.“ 

A sorceress! What had she saidi!.. 

Struck dumb was | by the admission 

And feit a fool, a dunderhead 

For all my store of erudition. 


«But worse by far was that the spell 

That | had cast worked far too well. 

My shrivelled idol flared with passion; 
She loved me — loved me to obsession! 
Her grey lips twisted in a smile, 

in graveyard tories the old hag muttered 
The wildest of avowals, while 

| suffered silently, in utter 

Disgust and loathing, and upon 
The ground my eyes kept. She wheezed on, 
And though, by fits of coughing shaken, 
So was she with her subject taken, 

She never stopped. “My poor heart is 

For tender passion bom and bliss,“ 

She croaked. ,,’Tis love alone | covet 

And hunger for. | flame, | burn... 

O come to me, for thee | yearn; 

I’m dying, dying, my beloved!“ 


«’Twas lustfully that she, Ruslan, 
Was ogling me. Her bony fingers 
Caught greedily at my caftan... 


NevanbHon BeTXOCTH KapTuHa. 

Ax, BUTA3b, TO 6bina Hannal.. 

A yxkacuynca uv monyan, 

Tna3amv CTpaHHbiA npu3pak Mepun, 
B COMHeHbe BCE ele HE BEpuNn 

VU Bapyr 3sannakan, 3aKpnyan: 
»BO3MOXHO Nib! ax, Hanna, Tb nu! 
Hauuxa, re TBOA Kpaca? > 

Cxaxu, yxenu He6eca 

Te6a Tak CTpalwHO u3MeHuNN? 
CKaxkuv, DaBHO Jb, OCTABA CBeT, 
Pacctanca ac Aywon uc MUuNOK? 
MaByo nu?..“ — ,,PoBHO COpoK neT,— 
Boil DEBbI POKOBON OTBeET,— 
CerogHa cembgsecat MHe 6uno. 
YTo DenaTb,— MHe NULIMT OHa,— 
Tonnotw rogbl nponetenu. 
Npowna Mos, TBOA BECHa — 

Mb! 06a noctapeTb ycnenn. 

Ho, apyr, nocnywai: He Gena 
HesepHouw mMnagocTu ytpata. 
KOHEYHO, A Tenepb Ccefa, 
HeMHOXKO, MOXeT ObiTb, rop6arTa; 
He To, 4YTO B CTapunny G6bina, 

He Tak «MBa, He Tak mua; 

Sato (npubasuna GonTtyHbs) 
OTKpolo Tawny: 9 KonAYyHbA!“ 


V\ 6bino B Camom ene Tak. 
HemMod, HeABYXxHbIA Nepegv Helo, 
A copepwexHHbii 6bin Aypak 

Co sce npemyApocTbio MoeL. 


Ho BOT yxXXaCHO: KONDOBCTBO 
BnonHe CBepluunocb, NO HeECYaCTbIO. 
Moe cefoe 60xecTBO 

Ko MHe NbINano HOBO CTpacTbIo. 
CkpvBuB ynbiI6KOW CTpawWHbIi por, 
MorwnbHbIM FONOCOM ypoa, 
Bopmover MHe s106Bn Npu3sHaHbe. 
Boo6pa3n moe cTpaganbe! 

A Tpenetan, noTyna s30p; 

Oda CKBO3b KalwWeNb NPOZOMKaNa 
Taxenbii, CTpaCTHbIN PasroBop: 

» lak, cepaue A Tenepb y3Hana; 

A Buxy, BEPHbIA Opyr, OHO 

Aina HExKHOUM CTpacTu pOxDeHO; 
Npocuynucb 4yscTBa, # Cropalo, 
Tomniocb *enaHbamn 06Bn... 
Npugav B O6bATUA MONK... 

O mmnpii, Muni! ymupaw...“ 

VU mexgy Tem Ona, Pycnan, 
Murana TOMHbIMM rna3zamn; 
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There to remain, knight, there to linger 
Beside her was sheer agony; 
| squeezed my eyes shut, for, you see, 
| could not bear it any longer, 


And broke away... ,Knave! Thus to wrong me!“ 


She yelped, ,A pure maid’s life — quite 
shattered! 

Such villainy! For shame! For shame! 

As if my love so little mattered! 

Alas! | am myself to blame; 

You men, | vow, are all the same. 

By thy seduction helpless rendered, 

To passion wholly | surrendered... 

Deceiver! Blackguard! Thou shall know 

What vengeance is, just wait!..“ 


«’Twas SO 
We parted. In these forests buried 
E’er since, a hermit’s solitary 
Life have | led, and of the balm 
Of nature tasted, by its caim 
And wisdom doctored. |’ll not tarry 
Long here on earth.... To you alone 
Do | impart this; know: the crone 
Has not forgot her unrequited, 
Scorned passion. In her soul, her blighted 
And ugly soul, love’s changed to spite; 
And that she’ll come to hate you, knight, 
As she does me, you can be sure. 
But be not, | entreat you, frighted: 
Grief’s bound to pass, ‘twill not endure.» 


The old man’s story hungrily 
Our knight took in. Enchanted by it, 
He sat there rapt and clear of eye, 
Untouched by sleep. The night was quiet: 
He never heard it winging by. 
Now dawn’s bright glow the heavens 

' graces.... 
With rueful smile Ruslan embraces 
The mage, and, full of gratitude, 
The cave leaves in a hopeful mood. 
He leaps into the saddle deftly, 
Grips with his legs the whinnying steed, 
And with a whistle moves off swiftly, 
«Be with me, Father, in my need!» 
He cries. «Farewell!» Across the clearing 
The answer carries, his heart cheering: 
«Forgive your bride and love her, heed 
My counsel, knight! Farewell! Godspeed!» 


VU mMexay TeM 3a MOK KadTaH 
Qepxkanacb TOWMMY pyKamy; 

VU mexpy Tem — 8 OOmupan, 

OT yxkaca 3aKMYpA oun; 

VU Bopyr TepneTb He CTano Moun; 
Sc KPMKOM BbipBanca, 6Gexan. 
Ona Bocnen: ,,O, HemocTONHbI! 
Tb! BOSMYTUN MOK BEK CNOKONHBIA, 
HesBukHon fesBbi ACHbI DHU! 
obunca Tei no6su Hauubl, 

VU npesupaewWb — BOT MYX4MHbI! 
U3mMeHOu AblluaT BCe OHu! 

YBbi, cama Ce6sa BUHH; 

OH o6onbCTUN MeHA, HECYACTHbIN! 
A oTfanacb NO6OBN CTpacTHON... 
VUsmeHHnk, “vaBepr! o nosop! 

Ho Tpeneuwin, ZeBnu4nh Bop!“ 


Tak Mb!I pacctanucb. C sTnx nop 
>Kusy B MOeM yeANHeHbe 

C pasoyapoBaHHon AYWON; 

VB Mupe cTapuy yreweHbe 
Npupoga, MyHpoctTb Vv NoKON. 
Yxxe 30BeT MeHA MOrMa; 

Ho 4uyscTBa npexHuve CBOU 

Ewe crapywka He 3a6bina 

VU nnama no3gHoe m06B8n 

C pocapbi 8B ano6y npespatuna. 
Alywoto yepHou ano ni06a, 
KongyHbs CTapan, KOHEYHO, 
BosHeHasugnt uv Tebs; 

Ho rope Ha 3emme He BEYHO». 


Hal BUTA3b C KADHOCTbIO BHYMas 
Paccka3bi CTapua; ACHbI O4U 
Hpemoron nerkonw He CMbikan 

U Tuxoro noneta HONU 

B rny6okou pyme He Cnbixan. 

Ho peHb GnnctaeT nyyesapuHbii... 
Co B30X0M BUTASb GnarofapHblii 
O6bemneT CTaplia-KONAYyHa; 
Aywa Hagex*goro nonna; 

Bpixoaut BOoH. Horamu crucHyn 
PycnaH 3ap>kaBlwero KOHA, 

B cegne onpasunca, npuceucTHyn. 
«OTeL, MOU, HE OCTABb MeHA». 


‘VU ckayeT no nycTomy nyry. 


Ceo myapeu, Mnagomy Apyry 
Kpuunt Bocneg: «Cyactnusbii nyTb! 
Npoctu, no6u cBow cynpyry, 
CosetTos ctapua He 3a6yMb!» - 
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CANTO THE SECOND 


You whose swords clash in contest gory, 
Persist in your dread rivalry; 

Pay tribute full to sombre glory 

And relish hate and enmity! 

Let the world, gaping at your deadly 
Encounters, freeze — know: none will try 


- To interfere; more — none will, sadly, 


Of pity for you breathe a sigh. 

You who compete in different fashion, 
Of the remote Parnassian heights 

The mettlesome and valiant knights, 
Fence if you must, but with discretion, 
From vulgar bickering refrain: 

The herd ‘twill only entertain. 

And as for you, by tender passion 
Made bitter rivals, pray remain 

On cordial terms — for he who’s fated 
To win a maid’s love this will do 
Though all mankind should lay plans to 
Keep the two lovers separated.... 

Why fume? — It’s silly and a sin. 
When bold Rogdai, his heart with dim 
Hut chilling boding filled, had parted 
From his companions three’and started 
Across a lonely tract of land, 

As he rode swiftly o’er the woody 

And silent plain, on his ills brooding, 
The hapless youth could ill withstand, 


So troubled were his thoughts, so painful, 


The Evil Spirit’s taunting baneful, 

And whispered: «Smite | shall and kill! 
Beware, Ruslan, Ludmila will 

Weep over you, | swear!...» And turning 
His steed about, down dale, up hill 


He galloped, for sweet vengeance yearning. 


Meanwhile, Farlaf, that fearless soul, 
Had spent in sleep the morning whole, 


And then, from noon’s hot rays well sheltered, 


Beside a brook himself he settled 

To dine and thus to fortify 

His moral fiber. By and by 

He saw a horseman in the mead 

Toward him charging. Disconcerted, 

The knight with quite uncommon speed 
His food and all his gear deserted, 

His mail, his helmet, and his spear, — 
And 'thout a backward gla nt a 
Off on his tine «S$! : 


NECHb BTOPAH 


ConepuHuky B ucxyccTBe 6pany, 
He 3Hante Mupa Mex co6oi; 
Hecute mpa4Hou Cnase naHn 

VU ynusaiiteca Bspaxgon! 

Nyctb Mup npeg Bamuv LeneHeerT, 
AMBACA TpO3HbIM TOPxXeCcTBaM: 
HuxTo 0 Bac He NoxKaneerT, 

HuxTo He NOMeWaeT BaM. 
ConepHuku Apyroro poga, 

Bol, PbILapV NapHacckux rop, 
Crapaitecb He CMeluMTb Hapona 
HeECKPOMHbIM LWYMOM Baluux CCop; 
BpaHutecb — TONbKO OCTOPOXHO. 
Ho Bbi, conepHuku B 106Bn, 
DKUBUTe APyXHO, ECM MOXHO! 
Noseppte MHe, Apy3ba Mon: « 
Komy cyob6o10 HenpemeHHON \ 
flesuube cepgue cyxgeHo, 

Tot 6ygeT Mun Hasno BCeneHHON; 
Cepguteca rnyno uv rpewno. 


Korga Porgai HeyKpoTumbii, 
Tnyxum npeayyBcTBuem TOMUMBII, 
OctTaBa CNYTHMKOB CBOMX, 
Nyctuncs 8 Kpav yenuteHHbin 

VU exan Mex NYCTbIHb NECHbIX, 

B rny6oxy Aymy norpy>KeHHbIiA,— 
Sno Ayx TPeBOKMN VW CMYLias 
Ero Tockylowyo Aywy, 

VU BUTA3b NACMyPHbIA WenTan: 
«Y6p10!.. npDerpagb! BCe paspywy... 
Pycnau!.. Y3HaeWb Tb! MHA... 
Tenepb-To HeBuua nonnaverT...» 

VU Bopyr, NOBOPOTMB KOHA, 

Bo BeCb Onop Ha3a_, OH CKaYeT. 


B To Bpema foGnectHbIn Dapnad, 
Bcé yTpo cnagko npospemas, 
YkKPbIBLUNCh OT NyYeUN NONDHEBHbIX, 
Y pyyevka HaeguHe,. 

Ona nogkpenneHbs Cun DYWeBHbIX, 
O6efan B MMpHON THWMHe. 

Kak Bapyr OH BUgUT: KTO-TO B none, 
Kak 6yps, MYNTCA Ha KOHe; 
Vy, BpemeHu He TpaTa 6one 
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Ill make you shorter by a head!» 

Farlaf, who found the voice belonged 

To bold Rogdai, his sival, longed 

The more — quite wisely — to be gone 

And his horse lashed and goaded on. 

So will a rabbit, danger scenting, 

Stop short, and, to escape attempting, 

Ears folded, by great leaps and bounds 

O’er lea, wood, mound, run from the 
hounds. 

Where passed the chase in all its glory 

Spring had the snows of winter hoary 

Into great, muddy torrents thawed, 

And these at earth’s breast ceaseless 
gnawed. 

Farlaf’s horse, now a wide ditch facing, 

His tail shook mightily, and, bracing 

Himself, in his teeth took the hit 

And leapt across, nor was a whit 

The worse for it. Not so his timid 

And far less nimble rider who 

Rolled down, head over heels, on to 

The mud, and lay there, floundering in it 

And waiting to be slain.... Rogdai 

Storms up, a wrathful vision. «Die, 

Poltroon!» he roars, and his sword raises, 

But then is brought up short; his gaze is 

Fixed on his foe. Farlaf! Dismay, 

Surprise, vexation, rage display 

Themselves on his face. His teeth grinding, 

He swears aloud. We see him riding 

Away in haste, inclined to laugh 

Both at himself and at Farlaf. 


Soon on a pathway upward winding 
He met a hag with snowy hair, 


NpesperHbii, nav ce6sa DorHaTp! 
Mai ronosy c te6s CopBatTb!» 
Mapnad, y3HaBwu rnac Porgas, 
Co ctpaxa ckopyacb, o6mupan, 
U, BeEpHOoU CMepTu oxKugaA, 
Kons ewe 6bicTpee rHan. 

Tak TOYHO 3anl, TOPONNMBbIN, 
NpuxasuinM yun GossnusBo, 

No Koukam, Nonem, CKBO3b Neca 
Cka4ukaMu MYUTCA OTO Ca. 

Ha mecte cnaBHoro noGera 
BecHoi pactonneHHoro CcHera 
Notoku MyTHble TeKnNU 

V pbinu BNa@kHy rpyob 3emnu. 
Ko pBy NPUMYasCA KOHb peTuBBIN, 


B3maxHyn XBOCTOM vu Genon rpuBon, 


Bpa3abi cTtanbHble 3aKxycun 

VU yepe3 pos nepecKxouun; 

Ho po6kuii BcagHuk BBepx HOramMn 
CBanunca TAXKKO B FPASHbIN POB, 
3emnu He B3BugeNn Cc HeGecamu 

VU cmMepTb NpuHATb yx Gin FOTOB. 
Porgan k oBpary noganetaeT; 
DKECTOKNK MeY YK 3AHeECeH; 


«floru6nHn, Tpyc! ympu!» — Bewaert... 


Bapyr y3Haet Dapnada OH; 
Cnagut, “ pykv onyctunnc; 
Alocafa, v3ymMneHbe, rHeB 

B ero yeptax n3s06pa3sunuc; 
Cxpbina 3y6amu, OHeMeB, 
Tepoi, c noHuKWelo rnaBolo 
CKopei OTbexaB OTO pBa, 
Becunca... HO efBa, enBa 
Cam He CmMessica Hag Co6o10. 


Torga OH BCTpeTUuN No” ropon 
CTrapyweuky 4YyTb-4yTb XKMByIO, 
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A feeble, bent old thing. «Go there!» Top6atyio, CoBceM cepnyw. i 
She quavered, «That’s where you will find him!» OHa DOPO>xKHO!O KNIOKON a *. 
And with her staff she pointed north. Emy Ha CeBep ykasana. —_ 
Rogdai felt cheered; nay, more — elated. «Tbl TaM HaWvfelWb ero»,— CKasana. ‘eg 
Quite unaware that death awaited Porgaii Becenbem 3akunen ’ 
Him up ahead, he started forth. VU k BepHou CMepTu noneTen. (f Q 
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And our Farl? Upon his bed A Haw Mapnad? Bo psy octanca, 

Of mud we see him breathless lie. HloxHyTb He CMe; NPO ce6a 

«Where has my rival gone? Am | Ou, nexka, DymMan: «uB nn A? 

Alive,» he asks himself, «or dead?» Kyga conepHuk 3non/ peBanca? 
Then suddenly from overhead Bapyr cnbiwut npawo Hap, co6on 

A voice comes — it is hoarse, deep-sounding... Ctapyxu ronoc rpo6osBon: 

«Rise, stalwart mine, all’s calm around you,» «BcTaHb, MOnNOeL: BCE THXO B None; 
The crone says. «Here’s your charger; you» Tb! HUKOrO He BCTpeTUWWb Gone; 
Need fear, good youth, no dangers new. A npusBena teGe KOHA; 

At this the knight crawled slowly out Bctapanh, nocnywaivica MeHA». 
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And looked around him in some doubt. CMyLWeHHbIA BUTA3b NOHEBONe 
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Relieved, he uttered sighing deeply: Non3koM OCTaBYN FPA3HbIN POB; | 
«| do believe | got off cheaply... OxkpecTHOCcTb po6ko o3upaa, s 
The Lord be thanked! No broken bones!» B3qoxkyn v MOnBUN OxKNBAaR: . | 
«Ludmila’s far away,» the crone’s «Hy, cnapa Bory, 1 340pos!» 
Next words were, «and though we be tempted ; : 
To try and find her, to attempt it «Mlopepb! — crapyxa npofomxana,— pad 


Is most unwise... No, no,» she drones, JWOAMUNY MyZPeHO CbICKATb; 
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«We’ll not succeed: too many hurdles, 
And, all in all, to roam the world is 

A rather risky enterprise; 

You'd soon regret it. | advise 

You to go straightway home to Kiev; 
On your estate your days you'll spend 
In ease, behind you Ranger leaving — 
Ludmila won’t escape us, friend!» 


With this she vanished, and our knight, 
The flame of love well-nigh extinguished 
And dreams of martial fame relinquished, 
Set off for home. "Twas not yet night, 
But any noise however slight, 

A rustling leaf, a bird in flight, 

A brook’s song put him in a sweat. 


But let us now Farlaf forget 

And to Ruslan turn... On he races, 
Across a wood we see him ride... 

In thought he lovingly embraces 

His only love, his fair young bride. 
«My wife,» he cries, «my own Ludmila, 
Will e’er | find you, dear one, will | 
Your gaze full of enchantment meet 
And hear your tender voice and sweet? 
Say, is it in a wizard’s power 

You are, and is the early bloom 

Of youth to fade? Are you to sour 
And wither in a dungeon’s gloom?.. 
Or will one of’ my rivals seize you 


And bear you off? — Nay, love, rest easy: 


My head is on my shoulders still, 
And this my sword | wield with skill.» 


One day at dusk Ruslan was riding 
Along a steep and rocky shore, 

The stream below in shadow hiding, 
When with a whine an arrow o’er 

His head flew, and behind him sounded 
The clang of mail, the heavy pounding, 
Of hooves, a horse’s piercing neigh. 
«Halt!» someone shouted. «Halt, | say!» 
The knight glanced round: far out afield, 
With spear raised high and ready shield, 
A rider galloped whistling shrilly. 

Ruslan, his heart with anger filling, 

His steed turned speedily about 

And charged toward his grim assailant 
Who met him with a brazen shout: 

«Aha, I’ve caught you up, my gallant! 
First taste of steel, then seek your fair!» 
Now, this Ruslan could little bear; 


Ona ganexo 3a6exana; 

He Ham C TO6OHK ee AOCTAaTb. 
OnacHo pa3be3xaTb NO CBeTY; 

Tbi, npaBo, GyfewWb Cam He pag. 
Nocneayi Moemy CoBeTy, 

Crynait THxOxOHbKO Ha3sag. 

Nog Kuesom, B yeauHeHbe, 

B cBoemM HacnefCTBeHHOM CeneHbe 
OctaHbca nyywe 6e3 3a6oT: 

OT Hac Jliogmuna He yngeT». 


Cxa3as, ucyesna. B HeTepneHbe 
Bnaropa3yMuHbii Hal repo 
ToTyac oTNpaBunica DOmon, 
CepgeyHo no3a6piB o cnaBe 

VU paxe O KHA>KHeE Mnagon; 

VU wym manewwui no zy6pase, 
Nonet CvuHuubI, poNoT BOA 

Ero 6pocanu B xap UB NOT. 


Mex Tem PycnaH faneKo M4UTCR; 
B rnywuu necos, B rnywn nonen 
NpusBbiyHoW AyYMOlO CTpeMUTCA 

K Jliogmune, pagoctu cBoen, 

V ropoput: «Harpy nv apyra? 
Coe Thi, Aywnu Moen cynpyra? 
YBuxy fb A TBOU CBeETNbIN B30p? 
YcAbiWwy Nb HEXKHbIN pasroBop? 
Unb cyxneHoO, 4T06 4Yapogzen 

Tb! BEYHOK NneHHULeN Gbina 

VU, CKOp6HOKM DeBOIO CTapes, 

B TeMHULe MPpayHOK OTLIBeNa? 
VUinu conepHuk Bep3HoBeHHbiii 
Npuget?.. Het, HeT, MOM Apyr GecueHHbIn: 
Ewe np MHe MOU BepHbii Mey, 
Ewe rnasa He nana c ney». 


OpHaxDb!, TEMHO!IO Nopow, 

No kamHam Geperom KpyTbiM 

Hal BUTA3b exan Hap peKON. 

Bcé ytuxano. Bapyr 3a HM 
CTpenbl MrHOBCHHOe XyxAOKAaHbe, 
KONMbUyr 3B0H, VU KPUK, UV pxKaHbe, 
Vi TonoT no nonto rnyxon. 

«CTO!» — rpAHyN ronoc rpomMoBon. 
OH ornsaHynca: B none YCToM, 
NogHAB KONbe, AeTUT CO CBUCTOM 
Csaupenbii BCaQHUK, v rpo30n 
Nomuyasica KHASb EMY HABCTpeyy. 
«Ara! porHan Te6a! nocton! — 
Kpuuut HaesaHuk yaanonu,— 
ToToBbca, pyr, Ha CMepTHy ceyy; 
Tenepb NOXKUCb Cpefb 30QeCWHUX MECT; 


He recognized the voice and hated 
The sound of it. «How dares he! I'll — » 


But where’s Ludmila? For a while 

Let’s leave the two men; we have waited 
Quite long enough, 'tis time to turn 

To our dear maid now and to learn 

How she, one lovely past comparing, 
Has at her captor’s hands been faring. 

A confidant of wayward fancy, 

Not always modest have | been, 

And this my narrative commencing, 
Dared to describe the night-cloaked scene 
In which our fair Ludmila’s charms 

Were from her husbands’s eager arms 
Whisked off. Poor maid! When, quick as lightning, 
The villain with one movement mighty 
Removed you from the bridal bed, 

And like a whirlwind, skyward soaring, 
Through coils of smoke charged on, ahead, 
Toward his kingdom’s mountains hoary, 
You swooned away, but all too soon: 
Recovered from that welcome swoon 

To find yourself, aghast, dumfounded, 
By lofty castle walls surrounded. 

Thus — it was summer — at the door © 
Of my house lingering, | saw 

The sultan of the henhouse chasing 

One of his ladies, and moved by 

Hot passion, with his wings embracing 
The flustered, nervous hen... On high 

A grey kite hovered, old marauder 

Of poultry-yards; in rings o’erhead 

He slowly sailed, unseen; then, boldly, 
With lightning speed, dropped down, a dread 
And ruthless foe, his plans death-dealing 
Laid earlier... Up soars he, sealing 

The fate of his poor, helpless prey. 
Clutched in his talons, far away 

He bears her to the safety of 

A dark crevasse. In vain, with fear 

And hopeless sorrow filled, his love 

The rooster calls: he sees her airy 

And weightless fluff come drifting near, 
By swift, cool breezes downward carried. 


Like some dread dream, oblivion 

Ludmila chains. She cannot rise 

And, in a stupor, moveless lies... 
grey light of early dawn - 


A TaM UM CBONX HEBeCT». 
Pycnan Bcnbinan, B3QporHysB OT rHeBa; 
OH y3HaeT Ce GyHHbIN rnac... 


Apy3ba mou! a Hawa neBa? 
OcTaBuM BUTA3eK Ha 4ac; 

O Hux ONATb A BCNOMHIO BCKOpe. 
A TO faBHO nNopa 6b! MHe 
NogfymMatb oO MNagon KHAxKHeE 

Vi 06 yxacHom YepHomope. 


Moe npuyyanuson met! 
Hanepcunuk uHorga HECKPOMHbIi, 
A pacckasan, Kak HOUbIO TEMHOM 
JIODMUNbI HEXHOU KpacoTp! 

OT BOcnaneHHoro PycnaHa 
Coxpbimucb Bapyr Cpeayv TymMaHa. 
HecyactHaa! korfa snognen, 
Pykoto MOLWJHOIO CBOen 

Te6s copsas c noctenu 6payHon, 
Basusica, Kak BUXOpb, K O6naKkam 
CKBO3b TAYKKU DbIM M BOSAYX Mpa4Hblii 
V Bopyr ymyan K CBOuM ropam — 
Tb! 4YyBCTB VM NaMaATV NnWwMnacb 
VB CTpaWwHOM 3amke KongyHa, 
Besmonsua, TpenetHa, GnegnHa, 
B OHO MrHOBeHbe OYYTMNAaCb. 


C nopora xwxKvHbI Moen 

Tak Buen A, Cpe fb NeTHUX DHeN, 
Korga 3a kypuuen Tpycnuson 
CyntaH KypaTHMka CnecuBbin, 
Netyx mo no pBOpy 6exan 

VU cnagoctpacTHbiIMu Kpbinamn 
Ye nogpyry o6HumMaN; 

Hag HMMM XVTpPbIMM Kpyramu 
LibInnNAT CeneHbs CTapbii BOP, 
NpusB ry6utenbHble meppi, 
Hocusica, nnaBan KOpwYyH Cepbii 
VY nan Kak MONHMA Ha DBOP. | 
Bseunca, neTut. B KOrTAx yxKACHbIX 
Bo Tbmy paccenuH GesonacHbix 
YuHocut GepHylo 3nofen. 
Hanpacuo, ropectbio cBoen 

VU xnaQHbim CTpaxom nNoparxkeHHbiii, 
SosBeT nio6oBHULly NeTyx... 
OH BUAMT AULUb NeETyYNH Nyx, 
JieTyuum BeTpOM 3aHeceH 
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Sweet thoughts of joy her heart possess, 
For surely her beloved spouse is 


Nearby!.. «Where are you, dear one? Come!..» 


She whispers, and — is stricken dumb. 
Where is your chamber, my Ludmila? 
Poor, luckless maiden, you lie pillowed 
Upon a lofty feather-bed; 

On silken cushions rests your head; 
The canopy that floats above you 

Is tasselled, rich, and like the cover, 
Patterned most prettily. Brocade 

Is everywhere, and winking, blazing 
Gems likewise. From fine censers made 
Of gold rise balmy vapours hazy... 

But ’tis enough! This pen of mine 

Must fly description — by another 

Was | forestalled: Scheherezade. 

And no house, be it e’er so fine, 
Affords you any pleasure, mind you, 
Unless your love is there beside you. 
Just then, in garments clad air-thin, 
Three comely maidens tiptoed in. 

With bows for the occasion suited 
Ludmila mutely they saluted, 

Then one, of footstep light, drew near 
And with ethereal fingers plaited 

Her silken locks, a way, | hear, 

Of dressing hair that has outdated 

Long since become. Upon her head 

A diadem of fine pearls setting, 

She then withdrew. With softest tread 
The second maid approached; ’thout letting 
Herself glance up, all modesty, 

In sky-blue silk Ludmila she 

Gowned quickly, and her golden tresses 
Crowned with a mist-like veil that fell 
About her shoulders. There — how well 
It shields her, with what grace caresses 
Charms for a goddess fit; her feet 
Encased are in a pair of neat 

And dainty shoes. The third maid brings her 
A pearl-incrusted sash; unseen, 


A gay-voiced songstress ballads sings her... 


But neither shoes, nor gown, nor e’en 

The pearly sash and diadem 

The princess please; no song delights her, 
Indifferent she stays to them; 

In vain the looking-glass invites her 

To eye her new-found finery 

And revel in its wealth and splendour — 
The sight seems almost to offend her: 

Her gaze is blank; sad, silent she. 


Ounynacb, NNaMeHHbIM BONHEHbeEM 
VU CMyTHbIM yxKaCOM Nonna; 
OHywon netnt 3a HacnaxgpeHbem, 
Koro-To MWweT C ynoeHbeM; 

«Te *« MUNbIA,— WenyeT,— roe cynpyr?» 
SOBeT UW NOoMepTBena Bapyr. 
Cnagut c GossHuto BoKpyr. 
Jiogmuna, roe Taos CcBeTnNuua? 
JlexutT HecyacTHaa AeBULIAa 
Cpeau nopywek nyxOBbix, 

Nog ropnonv ceHbio Gangaxuna; 
SasBecbi, NbILWHaA NepvHa 

B KNCTAX, B ysopax DOporux; 
Nosciogy TKaHnu napyespie; 
VirpatoTt AXOHTbI, KaK Kap; 
Kpyrom KypvWbHULUb! 3naTbIe 
Nopbemntot apomaTHbiiA nap; 
HosonbHo... 6Gnaro, MHe He Hago 
OnucpiBaTb BOnWeGHbI DOM: 
Yxe paBHo WWexepasaga 

Mena npeagynpeauna B TOM. 

Ho cBeTnbin TepeM He OTpaza, 
Korga He BYAMM Dpyra B HeM. 


Tpv geBbl, KDacoTb! 4YyfeCHON, 

B onexne nerKkonw uv npenecTHonK 
KHS>KHE ABUNNCh, NOZOwNU 

VU noknoHunnch £0 3emnn. 
Tora HECAbILUHbIMUY LWaraMu 
Ova no6nuxe nogowna; 
KHs>KHe BOSAYWHbIMM Nepctamu 
Snatyio Kocy 3annena 

C UCKYCCTBOM, B Halu OHV He HOBbIM, 
VU o6Buna BeHUOM NepnoBbim 
OxkpyxHocTb 6negAHoro Yena. 

3a Hel0, CKPOMHO B30P CKSIOHAA, 
Notom npuGAuxunacb Apyras; 
Jla3ypHbii, NbiLuHbIN CapacdbaH 
Ogen JHOQMMNbiI CTPOMHbIA CTaH; 
Nokpbiivcb kyApu 3onoTpble, 

U rpyfb, uv nnewu mMonogpie 
Matou, npospakHon, kak TyMaH. 
Nokpos 3asucTnnebii no63saetT 
Kpacbi, AOCTOMHbIe HeGeC, 

VU o6yBb nerkan OKUMaeT 

Ope HOxKu, 4yM0 U3 4yfeC. 
KHa>kKHe NocnegHAA AeBuua 
YKeMYyXKHbIN NOAC NopaerT. 

Mex Tem He3spumaa nesuua 
Becenbi necHuv ef noeT. 

YBbI, HW KAMHM OwKEpenbaA, 

Hu capadan, HW Nepnos pag, 
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Those who love truth and like to read 

The heart’s most secret book, must know 
That should a lady, plunged in woe, 

In spite of habit or of reason, 

Oblivious of time or season, 

Into a mirror through her tears 

Forget to peek — well, then she is 

In a most grievous state, indeed. 


Ludmila, left alone again, 
Uncertain what to do, beneath 
A window stands and through the pane 


Drear, boundless reaches, wondering, sees. 


On carpets of eye-dazzling snow 

Her gaze rests; filled is she with sadness.... 
Before her all is stark white deadness; 

The peaks of brooding mountains show 
Above the silent plains, and, sombre, 
Seem wrapt in deep, eternal slumber: 

No wayfarer plodding slowly past, 

No smoke from out a chimney trailing, 

No hunter’s horn resounding gaily 

Over the snow-bound, endless waste... 


Hu necHu nectu uv Becenba 
Ee ayuwu He BecensT; 
HanpacuHo 3epkano pucyet 

Ee Kpacpi, ee Hapag: 

Notyna HenosABMxKHbIN B3rnAg, 
Ona MOnUMT, OHA TOCKyeT. 


Te, Kou, NpaBay Bosnio6s, 

Ha TeMHOM Cepgua DHe yuTann, 
KOHeYHO, 3HAalOT Npo ce6sa, 

UTo ecnv *KeHLUMHa B Neyanu 


CkBO3b cne3, ykKpagKon, Kak-Hu6yfb, 


Ha3no npuBblke uv paccyaky, 
Sa6ygeT B 3eEPKano B3rNnAHyTb,— 
To rpycTHO ei yk He Ha WYTKy. 


Ho Bot JliogmMuna BHOBb OffHa. 

He 3Haa, 4YTO HayaTb, OHA 

K okHy peweTyaTy nogzxonnu;T, 

Vi Bsop ee neyanbHo 6pogant 

B npoctpaHcTBe nacmMypHoOu Aan. 
Bcé meptsc. CHexHbie paBHUHbi 
Kospamn apkKumy nernu; 
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Only the rebel wind’s wail dismal 

At times disrupts the calm abysmal, 

And etched against the sky’s bleak grey, 
The nude and orphaned forests sway. 
Despairing, tearful, poor Ludmila 

Her face hides in her hands, unwilling 

To think of what may be in store... 

She pushes at a silver door 

Which opens with a sound most pleasing; 
Before her, with their beauty teasing 

The eye, spread gardens that surpass 
King Solomon’s in loveliness, 

And e’en Armide’s and those that to 
Taurida’s prince belonged. The view 

Is one of trees, green arbours forming 
And swaying gently; in the air 

Of myrtle floats the sweet aroma; 

Palms line the paths, and hays; with their 
Proud crowns the mighty cedars boldly 
The heavens brush; agleam with golden 
Fruit are the orange groves; a pond 
Mirrors it all... The hills beyond, 

The vales and copses by the blaze of 
Spring are revived; the wind of May 
Sweeps o’er the spellbound leas in play; 
In song melodious and gay 

A nightingale its sweet voice raises; 
Great fountains upward, to the sky, 

Send sprays of gems, then down, enwreathing 
The statues that, alive and breathing, 
Around them stand. If Phidias’eye 

On these could rest, he, though by Pallas 
And by Apollo taught, would, jealous, 

His magic point and chisel drop... 

In swift and fiery arcs that shatter 
*Gainst marble barriers which stop 

Their headlong downward plunge and scatter 
The tiny motes of pearly dust, 

The waterfalls cascade, while just 

A few steps farther out, in nooks 

By thick trees shadowed, rippling brooks 
Plash sleepily... The vivid greenness 

Is by the whiteness here and there 
Flecked of the lightly-built pavilions 

That offer shelter from the glare... 

And roses, roses everywhere!.. 

But comfortless is our Ludmila, 

What round her lies she does not see; 
The magic garden does not thrill her 
With all its sensuous luxury... 


CTOSAT yrploMbIx rop BEPLVHb! 

B ofHoo6pa3sHoi Genu3He 

VU ppemmiot B BeYHOM THWUHe; 
Kpyrom He BUQHO AbIMHOM KpoBnn, 
He BUGHO NyTHMKa B CHerax, 

VU 3BOHKUM por Becenon noBnu 

B nycTbIHHbIx He Tpy6uT ropax; 
Jivuwb UV3pegaKa C YHbINbIM CBUCTOM 
ByHTyeT BUxXOpb B None YNCTOM 

VU Ha Kpato cembix He6ec 

KayaetT O6HaKeHHbIN Nec. 


B cnesax oTuasHps”, JloamMuna 
OT ykaca NuuO 3aKpbina. 

YeBbi, YTO KMeT e€e Tenepp! 
Bexut 8 cepe6paHylo ABepb; 
Ona C My3bIKON OTBOPUNACh, 

V Hawa feBa OYyTMNaCb 

B capy. NnenutenbHpin npeven: 
NpexpacHee cagos Apmugbl 

VU Tex, KOTOpbIMv Bnanen 

Liapb ConoMoH Wb KHA3b TaBpugpi. 
Npeg Heto 3bIGmoTcA, WyMAT 
BenukxonenHble Ay6posp!; 
Annev nanbM uv sec NaBpoBbin, 
VU 6naroBoHHbIx MM“PTOB pag, 

U kegpos ropAble BepwuHbt, 

VU 30noTble anenbcuHb! 
Sepuanom BOs OTParxeHbl; 
Npuropky, pow uv gonuupt 
BecHbl OTHEM OXKUBNEHbI; 

C npoxnagoi BbeTcA BeTep MaiicKun 
Cpeab oYapoBaHHbix nonen, 

U cauuwet conoBei kuTavcKun 
Bo mpake TpeneTHbIix BeTBen; 
Sletat anma3Hble POHTaHb! 

C Becenbim WyMOoM K O6nakam: 
Nog qumn 6neulyTt uctyKaHb! 

VU, MHutca, *xuBbI; Puan cam, 
Nutomey Me6a v Mannagpi, 
Jio6yacb umn, HakOHeU, 

CBov O4apoBaHHbin peseu, 

U3 pyk 6b! BbIPOHMN C AOCaAbI. 
Hpo6scb O MpaMoOpHb! nperpagbl, 
KemMYyXKHOU, OTHEHHON AYyron 
Banatca, nmneuwiyt Bogonagzb!i, 

VU pyyenku B TeHN NeCcHON 

YyTb BbIOTCA COHHOIO BONHON. 
Nputot nokos uv npoxnagzbl, 
CkBO3b BeYHYy 3€NeHb 30eCb MU TaM 
MenbkaioT cBeTnbie 6ecenKu; 
Nosctogy pos x*uBbie BETKY 
LipeTyT 4 AbILuaT NO TpONaM. 
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She walks all over, where she’s going 

Not caring; more — not even knowing, 

But weeping copious tears, her eye 

Fixed sadly on the merciless sky... 

Then suddenly her gaze grows brighter, 

And to her lip her hand flies lightly: 

Despite the sparkle of the morn 

A frightening thought in her is born... 

The dread way’s open: death waits for her — 
Above a torrent, there before her, 

A bridge hangs ‘twixt two cliffs. Forlorn 

The hapless maid is and despondent, 

She looks upon the foaming stream, 

Her tears grow ever more abundant, 

She strikes her heaving breast — ‘twould seem 
She is about to jump — but no, 

We see her pause... and onward go. 


i 


Time passes, and Ludmila, weary, 

(Too long has she been on her feet) 

Feels her tears drying as the.cheering 
Thought comes that yes, it’s time to eat. 
She drops down on the grass, looks round her, 
And lo! — a tent’s cool walls surround her... 
The gleam of crystal! A repast 

Is set before her, unsurpassed 

In choice of food. The gentle sound of 

A harp steals near. But though at this 

She marvels, our young princess is 

Still not at peace, still sorrow-hounded. 

«A captive, from my love torn, why 

Should | not end it all and die?» 

Thinks she. «Oh, villain, you torment me 
Yet humour me: such is your whim, 

But |... | scorn you and contempt 

Your wily ways. This feast you sent me, 
This gauzy tent wherein | sit, 

These songs, a lovelorn heart’s outpouring, 
Which, for all that, are rather boring,— 

In faith, | need them not a whit! 

‘Tis death | choose, death!» And repeating 
The word again, the maid starts... eating. 
Ludmila rises; in a twinkling 

Gone are the tent and rich repast; 

The harp is silenced, not a tinkling 

Disturbs the calm... On walks she, f 


— While: 


Ho 6e3yrewHaa Jliogamuna 

VUnet, ufet vu He rnagut; 
Bonwe6crTBa pockowWb ei noctbina, 
Ei rpycteud Heru cBeTNbIN Bug; 
Kya, cama He 3Haa, 6ponmuT, 
Bonwe6xHbii cag Kpyrom o6xogut, 
Cso6ogy ropbkum AaB cnesam, 

Vi B30pbi MpayHbie BOSBOANT 

K HeymMonumbim He6ecam. 

Bapyr ocBetunca B30p npeKpacuHbiii: 
K ycTam OHa nNpywxKana nepcT; 
Ka3anocb, YMbICeN /KaCHbIN 


Poxgancsa... CTpawWHbii NyTb OTBEPCT: 


BbicoKui MOCTUK Hap, NOTOKOM 
Npeg Hen BUCHT Ha ABYyXx CKanax; 
B YHbIHbe TAXKKOM VU rny6GOKOM 
Ona nogxogaut — uv B cne3ax 

Ha Bomb! WYMHbIe B3rNnAHyna, 
Yaapuna, pbifasn, B rpyfb, 

B BponHax pewnnacb YTOHYTb — 
OgHakO B BOB! He NpbirHyna 

U pane npogonxana nyTb. 


Moa npekpacuaa Jliogmuna, 

No conuuy 6eras c ytpa, 

Yctana, cne3bi ocywuna, 

B aywe nogymana: nopa! 

Ha TpaBky cena, ornaAKynacb — 
VU Bapyr Hag Helo CeHb WaTpa, 
Luymsa, Cc npoxnagon pasBepHynacb; 
O6ea pocKowHbIN nepes Hei; 
Npu6op u3 sapkoro Kpuctanna; 
VB TUWMHe U3-3a BeTBeEn 
Hespuma apda saurpana. 
Qusutca nnexHasr KHSDKHA, 

Ho BTaHHe AYMaeT OHA: 

«Baanu OT Munoro, B HeBone, 
3ayeM MHe XUTb Ha CBeTe Gone? 
O Tbl, YbA FUGeNbHAaA CTPaCTb 
Mena Tep3aet u neneerT, 

Mue He CTpalwHa 3nofen BNactTb: 
Jiogamuna ymMepetb ymeeT! 

He Hy>KHO MHe TBOMX LWAaTPOB, 

Hu cky4Hbix neceH, HY NvVpoB — 
He cTaHy ecTb, He 6yzy CnywarTb, 
Yupy cpegan TBonx capos!» 
NogymMasa — uv cTana kyWwaTb. 
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The moon appears, of night the queen, 
And in the heavens reigns supreme. 
From every side soft mists come drifting 
And on the hilltops seek repose. 

Our princess feels inclined to doze, 

And is by some strange powers lifted 

As gently as by spring’s own breeze 
And carried through the air with ease 
Back to the chamber richly scented 
With rose oil, and put down again 

Upon the couch where, grief-tormented, 
She lay before. And now the same 
Three youthful maidens reappear 

And, round her bustling, they unfasten 
Hooks and the like of them and hasten 
To take her raiments off. They wear 

An anxious look; of mute compassion 
Their aspect leaves a faint impression 
And of a dull reproach to fate. 

But let’s not tarry more: ’tis late, 

And fair Ludmila is by tender 

And skillful hands by now undressed. 
Robed in a snowy shift that renders 

Her charms more charming still, to rest 
She lays her down. The three maids, sighing, 
Back out with bows, the door is shut. 
What does our captive? — Lies there, but 
Shakes leaf-like, and, sleep from her flying, 
Feels chilled and dares not breathe. Her gaze 
Bedimmed by fear, she moveless stays 
And tense, with all her being trying 

To penetrate the voiceless gloom, 

The numbing stillness of the room; 

Her heart throbs wildly, fitfully, 

An agitated, endless thrumming... 

The silence seems to whisper; she 
Hears someone to her bedside coming 
And in her pillows hides, and oh! — 

The horror of it — footsteps... No! 

It cannot be, she must be dreaming. 
The door swings open; there’s a Hare 
Of light, and silent, pair by pair, 

A file of Moors, their sabres gleaming, 
Steps in with even, measured stride. 

A look most grave and solemn wearing, 
On downy pillows they are bearing 

A silver beard. Puffed up with pride, 

A pose assuming grand and stately, 
Behind it marches in sedately 

A hunchbacked dwarf, chin high, It is 

To him the beard belongs. On his 
Clean-shaven pate a tall, close-fitting 
Tarbush, wound round with cloth, is sitting. 


CkuTaetca U3 POM B POL; 
Mex Tem B Na3ypHbix HeGecax 
NnbipeT nyHa, Wapvua HOLM; 
HaxoguT mrna CO BCex CTOPOH 

VU tuxo Ha xonMax Nownna; 

KHSDKHY HEBOJIbHO KMOHMT COH. 

Vi Bapyr HeBefomas Cuna 

HexkHei, 4M BEWHUN BeETEpOK, 

Ee Ha Bo3ayx NnogpHuMmae;T, 

HeceT no Bo3ayxy 8 Yeptor 

Vi ocTOpoxHO onycKaeT 

CkBO3b (UMNaM BEYEPHKx Po3 

Ha noxe rpycty, noxe cnes. 

Tpuv eBbi BMV ONATb ABMNMCb 

VU Bkpyr Hee 3acyeTunnch, 

4T06 Ha HOYb NbILUHbIN CHATS y6op, 
Ho ux YHbIIbIA, CMYTHbIN B30p 

VU npuvdyxgeHHoe MonYaHbe 
Asnanu BTavtHe COcTpafaHbe 

VU HeMOLWHbI Cyob6am yKop. 

Ho nocnewum: pykon ux He xKHOU 
Pasgeta COHHaA KHADKHa; 
NpenectHa npenectbio He6pexHoN, 
B ofHOnm CopouKe GenocHexHOn 
JIOKUTCA NOUNBaTb OHA. 

Co B300X0M JeBbI NOKNOHUNNCh, 
Cxopen Kak MOXHO yoasunUCcb 

VU Tuxo NpuTBOpMNNM ABepb. 

4To * Halwa NMNeHHULIa Tenepb! 
DipoxuT Kak MCT, BOXHYTb HE CMeeT; 
XnagewT nepcu, B30p TeMHeeT; 
MrHoBeHHbIi COH OT rna3 6eExKUT; 
He cnut, yaBouna BHUMaHbe, 
HegBy>xKHO B TEMHOTY FNAgMT... 

Bcé mpayHo, MepTBoe monuaHbe! 
Jivwb CepaAua CNbILUMT TpeNneTaHbe... 
Vi MHUTCS... WeENYeT THLUNHA; 

Unyt — ugyt kK ee noctene; 

B nogywku npsayetca KHAKHAa — 

Vi Bopyr... oO cTpax!.. 1 B Camom gene 
Pa3ganca Wwym; O3sapeHa 
MrHOBeHHbIM ONeECKOM TbMa HOYHAaA, 
MrHOBeHHO ABepb OTBOPeHa; 
BesmonsBuo, ropao Bbictynaa, 
Harumu ca6namnu cBepkaa, 

Apanos SnuvHHbiii pag “get 
NonapxHo, YAHHO, CKONb BOSMOXHO, 
VU Ha nogsyuikax OCTOPOXHO 

Cenyio 6opogy HeceT; 

VU BxOQUT C BAXKHOCTbIO 3a Het0, 
NogbaB BENUYECTBEHHO Wel0, 
Top6aTbii Kapnuk v3 pBepen: 
Ero-To ronosge o6puton, 
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He nears her, and Ludmila, led 

By shock and fright, flies off her bed 

And at him, and his cap she clutches, 
And lifts a shaking fist, no doubt 

To try to shield herself. And such is 

The shriek the poor maid now lets out 
The Moors are deafened by’t, while paler 
Than his fair captive turns hér jailer. 

He makes to flee, half’ turns about, 
Claps hands to ears in desperation, 

And trips, a victim of frustration 

And umbrage,-on his beard, falls to 

The floor, gets up, falls down anew, 

Is quite entangled... In a dither 

His dusky menials all are. Hither 

And thither rush they, shout and push, 
Then, flushed, confused, a wee bit angered, 
They bear him off to be untangled 

And quite forget the dwarfs tarbush. 


But what of our young hero? Pray 
Remember the unlooked-for fracas. 
Your pencil, quick, Orlovsky! Make us 
A sketch of that night-shrouded fray. 


The moon shines down upon a cruel 
And savage match. Incensed, the young 
Combatants fight their bloody duel 
*Thout respite. Their great lances flung 


Are far from them, their swords lie shattered, 


Likewise their shields, their mail is spattered 
With blood... And yet the gory joust 

Goes on. Beneath them, waging battle, 
Their steeds whip up dark clouds of dust. 

In an embrace of steel the two 
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Bbicoxum KONNaKoM NOKpbITON, 
Npuvnagnexana 6opoga. 

YX OH NPYUGNuxKuNCcA: TorAa 
KHs>kKHa C NMOcTenu cockounna, 
Cenoro kapna 3a konnak 
Pykowo 6bicTpon yxBaTuna, 
Apoxauynit 3aHecna Kkynak 

Vi B CTpaxe 3aBu3xKana Tak, 
4YTo Bcex apanos ornywuna. 
Tpenewa, ckopyunca 6eaHaAK, 
KHs>KHbI UCNyraHHoN GnepHee; 
SaKaBluN YLUN NOCKOpee, 
Xoten 6exaTb, HO B Gopoze 
Sanyranca, ynan uv 6betcs; 
BctaetT, ynan; B Takonv Gene 
Apanos 4epHbi poi MATeTCA; 
LUymat, Tonkatotca, Geryrt, 
XBaTatoT KONAYHa B Oxanky 

Vi BOT pacnyTbiBaTb HECyT, 
Octasa y Jliogmunbi wanky. 


Ho 4T0-To BO6pplA BUTA3b HAW? 
Bbi NOMHMTe Ab HEKAAHHy BCTpeuy? 
Bepu cao 6picTpbii KapaHaaus, 
Pucyii, Opnosckni, HOub uv ceyy! 
lpu cBete TpeNneTHOM JyHbI 
Cpa3unncb BUTA3N KeECTOKO; 
Cepgua ux rHeBOM CTECHEHbI, 

Yk KonbA GpoweHbi Danexo, 

Yoke MeYN pasApoonenbi, 
Konbyyrv KpOBUIO NOKpbITpI, 
LUutb!I Tpewat, B KyCKY pa3s6uTbl... 
OHM CXBaTUNIMCb Ha KOHAX; 
Bspbisas k He6y 4YepHbii npax, 
Non Humu Gop3bi KOHN GbiOTCA; 
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Bold knights are locked (they’re on their mettle), 


But seem quite moveless, as if to 

Their saddies welded. Rage and ire 
Their limbs turn stiff. A liquid fire 

Sweeps like a torrent through their veins; 


They’re intertwined; chest ’gainst chest strains — 


But now they weaker grow, they tire; 
Tis clear that soon one of them must 
Go under, by the other bested. 

Ruslan with iron hand a thrust 

To his fierce rival gives, and, wresting 
Him from the saddle, lifts him high 
Above himself and never falters 

But hurls him down into the waters 

That seethe below them, shouting «Die!» 


I’m sure, my friends, you’ve guessed aright 
With whom my brave and gallant knight 
His duel fought. Of battles deadly 

The seeker rash it was, Rogdai. 

The hope of Kiev, darkly, madly 
Ludmila loved he and was by 

This led to seek his rival. On 

A Dnieper bank it was he found him: 
Persistence and resolve had won! 

Alas! The hero’s strength unbounded 
Deserted him, and in the wild 

He met his end, was then beguiled 

By a young mermaid who caressed him, 
And to her icy bosom pressed him, 
And, laughing, drew him down at last... 
For many years thereafter, when 

Night came and o’er the heavens cast 
Its sable shroud, his ghost, appearing 
There on the bank or in a clearing, 
Would frighten lonely fishermen. 


Bopub!, HeEQBUxKHO CnneTeHbi, 

pyr gpyra ctucuys, ocTatoTca, 

Kak 6bi K Ceany npvrBoxgpeHb!; 

Ux uneHb! 3no60/ cBeneHb!; 
Nepennenucb u kocTeHeloT; 

No «nunam GbicTpbIi OrHb GexuT; 

Ha Bpaxkben rpyauv rpyab ApoxXuT — 
VU Bot Kone6niotca, cna6e1oT —- 
Komy-TO nacTb... BAPyr BUTA3b MON, 
Bcxunes, Xene3sHow pykon 

C ceana Hae3saHuka CpbiBaeT, 
Nopbemnert, DepxuT Hag, co6on 

VB BOnHbI C Gepera GpocaerT. 
«Noru6Hu! — rposHo BOocKnuuaeT; — 
YmMpy, 3aBUCTHUK 3NOGHbIA Mon!» 


Tb! Boraganca, MOK 4uTaTeNnb, 

C xem 6uncs pno6nectTHbIi Pycnan: 
To 6bIn KpoBaBbIx 6uTB UCKaTeNnb, 
Porgau, Hagexga KNeBNAH, 

JO AMuMNbi MpayHbin OG6oxaTeNb. 
OH BOONb DHenpoBcknx GeperoB 
Vickan conepHnka cnegos; 
Hawen, Hactur, HO NpexHA Cuna 
Nutomuy 6uTeb! vsmMeHmna, 

VU Pycu gpesuuii ynaneu, 

B nyctbiHe CBOnW Halwen KOHeL. 

VU cnbiwHo 6bino, YTO Porgaa 

Tex Bog, pycanka mMonoyaa 

Ha xnagHbi nepcuv npvHana 

VU, KaQHO BUTA3A NO63aq, 

Ha DHO CO CMexOoM yBnekna, 

VU ponro nocne, HOYbIO TEMHON 
Bpogs 6nu3 tTuxux Geperos, 
Boratbips npu3spak OrpoMHbiii 
Nyran nycTbIHHbIx pbi6akos. 
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And, using curling irons, briskly 


CANTO THE THIRD 


You tried to stay from all eyes hidden 
Save friendship’s own, my verse — in vain! 
To envy’s scrutiny unbidden 
Are you subjected all the same. 
A mindless critic has already 
The ticklish question asked me, why, 
As if to mock Ruslan, his lady 
| have been calling «maid». 

Now, ! 
Appeal to you, my good, kind reader, 
Does not with his lips malice speak? 


Come, Zoilus, come, sly-tongued schemer — 


What fitting answer can | make? 

Blush, wretch, and God be with you, argue 
With you I'll not, my heart is free 

Of tainted thought, and silent, mark you, 
| stay, kept so by modesty. 

Dull Hymen’s victim, you, Climene, 

Will understand; yes, | can see you. 
Gaze downward languidly, for me you 
Feel deeply, sweet... A tear falls, then 
Another on the lines my pen 

Has scribbled; clear are they, | know, 

To hearts like yours; you flush, the glow 
Fades from your eye, your muted sigh is 
Most eloquent — a time of trials 

Is nearing... Quake, O jealous one! 

For wilful love-with Anger mated 

A plot lays — yes, well may you frown: 
Your brow inglorious is fated 

To boast revenge’s twin-horned crown. 


A cold dawn gilds the finely chiselled 
Tops of the hills... There reigns throughout 
Grim silence. Sulkily the wizard 

In dressing gown and still without 

His cap, sits on the bed, and, yawning, 
Seems angered by the glow of morning. 
His dusky slaves, close to him pressing, 
Are busy with his beard, a comb, 

A fine one, made of wairus bone, 
Through all its curvings gently passing. 
To give them strength and beauty, they 
Pour balm upon his termless whiskers, 


Make waves in them... The calm of day 
Is broken — ae the window Sailing, 


NECHb TPETUA 


Hanpacuo Bb! B TeHY TauNNcb 

Ana mMupHbix, cyacTnueBbix Apy3el, 
Cruxu mou! Bol He COKpbINNCb 

OT rHeBHbIxX 3aBKcTH Oe. 

Yx OneDHbI KPUTHK, efi B yCNyry, 
Bonpoc MHe cfenan pokoson: 
Sayem PycnaHosy nogpyry, 

Kak 6bI Ha CMex ee Cynpyry, 

Sosy “ DeEBOW VU KHAXKHON? 

Tbl BUANWb, HO6ppi4 MOK YuTaTeNnb, 
Tyt 3no6b! YepHyio neyatp! 

Ckaxu, 3oun, CKaxKu, npesaTenb, 
Hy Kak U YTO MHe OTBeYaTb? 
KpacHen, HecyacTHbii, Bor c To6o10! 
KpacHei, A CnOopuTb He xoUy; 
AosonbHbiii Tem, YTO NpaB Aywow, 
B CMM“peHHOM KpOoTOCcTNM Monyy. 

Ho Tbi NOMMeELUb MeHA, Knumexa, 
Notynuuwb TOMHbIe rasa, 

Tbi, KepTBa CKyYHOrO Tumena... 

A Buxy: TavHan cnesa 


Naget Ha CTUx MOM, CepAUy BHATHbIN; 


Tbl NOKpacHena, B3Op norac; 
B3goxnyna Mona... B300X NOHATHbIM! 
PesHuseu: 6oiica, 6nu30K yac; 

Amyp c flocapoi caoeHpaBHon 
Bctynunu B CMenbiii 3aroBop, 

VU ana rnaBbi TBoeN GeccnaBHon 
[TOToB yk MCTUTeNbHbIN yOop. 


YX yTpo xnagHoe CuANno 
Ha TEMeHM NONHOLWHbIX FOP; 
Ho B QVBHOM 3amke BCE Monyano. 
B nocagne cKppiton YepHomop, 
Bes wanku, B YTPeHHeM xasaTe, 
SeBan CepgauTo Ha KpoBaTu. 
Boxpyr 6pagpi ero cenon 
Pa6bi TONNUANCh MONYANUBI, 
VU HexHO rpe6eHb KOCTAHON 
PacyecbiBan ee V3BUBbI; 
Mex Tem, JIA NONb3bI MV Kpachi, 
Ha GeCKOHeYHbIe YCbi 
JIMAUCb BOCTOYHbI apomatbi, 
VU kyapu xutppie BUNUCH;, 
Kak Bapyr, anne HU BC 31 
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Of all, takes old Nahina’s guise. 

«Hail, brother mine!» says she. «| knew a 
Till now by loud report alone, 

But never grudged you, be it known, 
The high esteem and honour due you. 
Now secret fate has joined us two 

In enmity. The threat of danger 

Hangs like a dark cloud over you, 
While I’m to be the sole avenger 

Of slighted honour, mine, my own; 

Its voice | heed.» 


The dwarf, a wily 


_ Look on his face, in unctuous tones 


Makes his reply: «I value highly,» — 
To her he now extends his hand — 
«Divine Nahina, our alliance. 
We'll easily the Finn withstand; 
| fear him not at all, for mine is 
The greater strength; he ill compares 
With me, | vow. This beard | wear, 
Grey though it is, has special powers, 
And no bold knight, no foe of ours, 
However brave, no mortal can, 
Unless by hostile force ‘tis severed, 
Upset my least design or plan; 
Ludmila will be mine forever. 
As for Ruslan, to die he’s doomed!» 
«To die! To die!» the witch repeated 
With catty spite. «To die!» she boomed. 
And then, her mission thus completed, 
She hissed three times, thrice stamped 
the ground, 
pines flew, a dragon’s shape regaining, 
Off and away, with vengeance flaming. 


Co6part, v34aBHa YTMMbIN MHOM! 
Hocenb a YepxHomopa 3Hana 
OHO! rpOomMkol1o MONIBON; 

Ho Tabi pok CoeAMHAeT 
Tenepb Hac o6welo Bpaxnon; 
Te6e onacHocTb yrpoxaer, 
Hasucna Tyya Hag, TO6ON; 

VU ronoc ocxop6neHHon 4ecTu 
Mena K OTMLUEHMI0 30BeT». 


Co B30poMm, NONHbIM xuTpoN NectTu, 
Ev kapna pyky nogaer, 

Beujaa: «fuBHan Hanna! 

MuHe AparoueHeH TBO Cows. 

Muti nocpamum kKoBapcTso Ounna; 
Ho mMpauHbix KO3HeM He Gorocb: 
NpotusHuk cnaGblii MHe He CTpaweH; 
Y3Haii 4yecHbii xpe6un Mon: 
Cei 6narogatTHon Gopogon 
Hegapom YepxHomop ykpalwen. 
Hoxonb BnacoB ee CesbIx 
Bpaxge6Hbi Mey He nepepy6uT, 
HukTO u3 BUTASEK NMXUx, 

HuKkTo U3 CMepTHbIx He NoryOut 
Manenvwux 3aMbicnoB MOUx; 
Moet 6yzeT Bek Jliogmuna, 
PycnaH xe rpo6y o6peveu!» 

VU mpauHo Besibma noBTopmna: 
«NoruGHert on! nornu6HerT OH!» 
Notom Tp pasa npownnena, 

Tpv pasa TonHyna HOrOn 

Vi 4epHbim 3mMMem ynetena. 


In fine brocade most richly gowned 


And by the old witch cheered and heartened, 


The wizard to the maid’s apartment 
Anew decided to repair 

And take his silken whiskers there 

And lovelorn heart. We see him going 
From room to room, he passes through 
A row of them, vexation growing. 
Where is his fair young captive? To 

The park he hastes at first, then makes for 
The grove, the waterfall, the lake shore, 
The arbours, but, dear reader mine, 
Finds of the princess not a sign, 

By this he’s driven nearly frantic, 

We hear him moaning, raving, ranting; 
He pants, he shakes in every limb, 

The light of day’s obscured for him. 
«Here, slaves!» he splutters, in a flurry. 
«The maid is lost! She’s disappeared! 
Be off with you, you idlers, hurry! 

If she’s not found, with this my beard, 

| jest not, | will have you strangled. — 
Beware!» 


But let us leave the angered 
Dwarf, reader, and I’ll tell you where 
Our maid has gone... All night she pondered 
Her fate, of danger well aware, 
But as she wept she... smiled. You’ll wonder 
Why so... She’d met the dwarf; and he, 
Despite the beard that she so hated, 
Seemed a mere clown, and, you’ll agree, 
That fear and laughter are ill-mated. 
Ludmila rises as the dawn 
Is born, and morning’s rays creep nearer, 
Her sleepy gaze unconscious drawn 
Toward a lofty, shining mirror. 
Instinctively she lifts her tresses 
From lily shoulders, o’er them passes, 
As habit tells her to, her hands 
And plaits the silky, golden strands. 
The garments that she has been given 
Lie in a corner. With a sigh 
She starts to dress, is newly driven 
To quiet tears, but keeps an eye 
Upon the faithful glass wherein 
She sees herself. A sudden whim 
To put the dwarfs hat on now seizes 
The princess. It is always fun, 
ans is es not, to try tangs! — 


Bnuctas B pu3ze napyeson, 
KongyH, KongyHbei O60fpeHHbiii, 
Pa3BeCcenaACb, PeWWMNCA BHOBb 
Hectu kK HOramM AeBULib! NNeHHON 
Ycbil, NOKOPHOCTb uv nOGoBb. 
Pa3psxeH Kapnuk 6oponatbiii, 
OnsTb upeT B ee nanatbl; 
Npoxogut DNVHHbIA KOMHAT pap: 
KH>KHbI B HMX HET. OH Dane, B Cag, 
B napposbiii nec, K pewetke caga, 
Byonb o3epa, BKpyr BOAONayAa, 
Nog moctuky, B 6ecepKku... HET! 
KHa>KHa yuna, nponan uv cneg! 
KTO BbIPa3uT ero CMYLUEHbe, 

VU pes, “ TpeneT ucctynneHba! 

C pocapbi AHA He B3BUzeN OH. 
Pasganca Kapnbl QUKUK CTOH: 
«Cioga, HeEBONbHUKM, GeruTe! 
Ciona, Hagetocb A Ha Bac! 
Cenuac Jiiogmuny MHe cpinnte! 
Cxopee, Cnbiluvte nb? cenyac! 
He To — WyTuTe BbI CO MHOWW — 
Bcex yfasnio Bac 6opopo10!» 


4utatenb, pacckaxy Nb Te6e, 
Kyna kpacaBuua DeBanacb? 
Bcto HOUb OHa CBOe CyAb6e 


B cne3ax ANBUNaCh U — CMeANACb. 


Ee nyrana 6opoga, 
Ho YepHomop yx 6bin u3BeCTeH 
V 6bin CMeWOH, a HuKorza 

Co CMeXOM yxKac HECOBMECTEH. 
HasctTpeyy yTPeHHMM yYamM 
Noctenb octaBuna Jlogmuna 

Vi B30p HEBONbHbIN O6patTuna 

K BbICOKUM, YMCTbIM 3epKasiaM; 
HesonbHo kyapu sonoTbie 

C nuneftdbix ney npunogHana; 
HeBonbHO BONOCbI rycTblie 
Pykonw He6pexHon 3annena; 
CsBou BYyepalwnnve HapAgzbl 
HeyasnHHo B yrny Haluna; 
B3oxHyB, OfeNaCb Vv C FOCapbI 
TUXOHbKO MakaTb Hayana; 
OgHako C BepHoro cTeksa, 
Bapbixan, He CBO”MNa B3Opa, 

U pesuue oh Ha ne 
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There is no hat that will not flatter 

A girl who’s only seventeen! 

And so the wicked midget’s hat 
Ludmila turns this way and that; 
Straight, then askew she makes it sit, 
Down on her eyebrows pushes it, 
Claps it-on front-to-back... Behold! 

A miracle! — In times of old 

They happened often, it appears — 
Ludmila’s image disappears, 

Gone is she from the glass completely; 
But in a moment, as she neatly 

Turns the hat round, she’s there again! 
Once, twice she tries it, and the same 


Thing happens. Cries the princess: «Splendid! 


My troubles now are all but ended. 

So much for you, vile dwarf, your hunt 
For me is over!» And, cheeks glowing, 
Herself to be in safety knowing, 

She puts the hat on back-to-front. 


For shame! Too long has our attention 
Been claimed by beard and hat of late; 
Our hero giving up to fate, 


Of him — alack! — we made no mention. 


His duel with Rogdai behind him, 

He passes through a lonely wood, 

And in a sunlit dale we find him 

His stallion reining in. A mood 

Of sudden, awful dread comes o’er him: 
An ancient battlefield’s before him, 

And grim it looks, for everywhere 

Gleam yellow bones, and here and there 
Old, broken armour lies, corroding; 

A quiver and a rusty shield 

Rest near at hand; far out afield 

Stiff, bony fingers hold a moulding 
Green sword, a skull is seen to rot 
Within a weed-grown helm. And what 

Is that ahead? A skeleton, 

That of a knight, still armed and on 

His fallen, fleshless charger seated, 

As if alive and undefeated. 

Entwined with ivy, arrows, lances, 
Spears from the earth stick. Not a sound 
Disrupts of these forlom expanses 

The haunting silence and profound; 

The sun alone the vale invades 

Of death and of its lingering shades. 


Sad-eyed the knight around him gazes: 
«O field, wide field, you bear the traces 
Of slaughter,» says he with a sigh. 


Kakan Wwanka He npucTaHerT! 
PaautTbca HMkKorga He NeHb! 
JiogmMuna wankou 3saBepTena; 
Ha 6posn, npamo, HabeKpeHb, 
VU 3anom Hanepeg, Hagena. 

Vi uTo ? O 4yf0 CTapbIx AHeli! 
JiiogmMuna B 3epKane nponana; 
NepesepHyna — nepeg Hen 
Jiogmuna npexHaAn npegsctana; 


Hasag Hagena — CHOBAa HeT; 


Cuana — vB 3epxkane! «Mpexpacno! 
Ho6po, kongyH, HO6po, mon cBerT! 
Tenepb MHe 30eCb yx 6e30nacHo; 
Tenepb u36aBniocb OT xnonoT!» 

VU wanky cTaporo 3nopea 

KHs>KHa, OT pagocTu KpacHes, 
Hagena 3af0M Hanepeng. 


Ho BO3BpaTUMCA Xe K repolo. 

He CTbIAHO Nb 3AHUMaTbCA HAM 
Tak gonro wankonv, 6opogor, 
PycnaHa nopyya cygb6am? 
Csepwns c Porfaem 60h x*ecTOKMh, 
Mpoexan OH Gpemyynn nec; 

Mpeg Hum OTKPbINCA HON WMpOoKNn 
pu 6Gnecke yTpeHHux HeGec. 
TpeneweT BUTA3b NOHEBONe: 

OH BuguT CTapow 6uTBbI None. 
Baanu Bce nycTo; 30eCb vu Tam 
>Kenterot KocTv; no xonmam 
Pa3s6pocaHbi KONYaHbI, NaTbl; 

ne c6pys, roe 3apxkaBbiii WMT; 

B KOCTAX PyKN 30eCb MEY JIEX*KUT; 
Tpasoi o6poc Tam winem KOCMaTbIi, 
VU cTapbii yepen TneeT B HEM; 
Boratbipas Tam OCTOB LIeENbIN 

C ero NoBepxKeHHbIM KOHEM 
JlexUT HeEABYXHbIN; KONbA, CTpeNnb 
B cbipylo 3EMJ110 BOH3EHbI, 

VW mupHbiii nntouw ux o6BuBaeT... 
Huyto 6€3MONBHONM TUHLUUMHbI 
Nyctbinv ceri He BOSMYLUAeT, 

VU conHue C ACHOM BbILUMHbI 
Hlonuny cmeptu ogapzer. 


Co B30XOM BUTA3Sb Bkpyr ce6aA 
Baupaet rpycTHbimMv OYamu. 

«O none, none, kTo Te6a 

Ycesn MEpTBbIMM KOCTAMN? 
Yen 6opabii KOHb Te6A TONTAaN 


«Who planted you to bones and why? 
By whose fleet stallion were you trampled? 
What bloody battle here was fought 
With perseverance unexampled? 

Who prayed here and salvation sought? 
Why are you mute, why with the grasses 
O’ergrown of cold oblivion? 

Is there escape from it for none? 

Is it that time all, all erases? 

What if upon some nameless hill 

lam to lie? Mayhap Bayan 

Will never chant of me or on 

My deeds dwell...» 


Thus thought he until 
It came to him, and this most clearly, 
That what he needed — needed dearly — 
Was armour and a sword, the night 
Of combat having left him quite 
Unarmed, alack, or... very nearly. 
On this intent, he walks around 
The battlefield where bones lie scattered | 
And armour, time- and weather-battered, 
To see if something can be found. 
A sudden clank! A rousing clatter! 
The plain from numbing sleep awakes, 
A helmet and a shield, the latter 
At random picking up, he takes, 
And then a ringing horn, but no 
Sword to his liking finds, although 
Scores of them strew the field of battle: 
Being no puny modern knight, 
Young Prince Ruslan declines to settle 
For one he thinks too short or light. 
The boredom fearing of inaction, 
A steel lance chooses he for play, 
Puts on a hauberk for protection, 
And, thus arrayed, goes on his way. 


The flames of sunset, slowly paling, 
Fade o’er an earth embraced by sleep. 
From out the mists the heavens veiling, 
A golden moon is seen to creep. 


The steppe grows dimmer, nighttime’s hazes 


Float over it; the path looms dark. 
As our young knight rides on, his gaze is 


Drawn by a huge black mound, and — hark! — 


A fearsome snore comes from’t. Our hero, 
Undaunted by it, rides up nearer: 


Nes i aaa mound seems to breathe. Ruslan, 


B nocneguui yac Kposasoi 6uTBbI? 
KTo Ha Te6e co cnaBoi nan? 

Yu He60 cnbIWano MONMTBbI? 
Sayem «xe, None, CMONKNO Th! 

VU nopocno tTpasoi 3a6BeHbA?.. 
BpemedH OT BeYHOUM TEMHOTHI, 
BbiTb MOET, HET MV MHe CnaceHba! 
BbiTb MOET, Ha XOME HEMOM 
Noctasat Tuxui rpo6 PycnaHos, 
VU cTpyHb! rpomKue BanHos 

He 6yayT roBopuTb O Hem!» 


Ho BCKOpe BCNOMHMN BUTASb MOK, 
4To BO6pbiIN Mey reporo Hy>KeH 

VU naxe naHunps; a repon 

C nocnegHei 6GuTBb! GesopyxeHu. 
O6xoguT none OH BOKpyr; 


B xyctax, cpean KocTen 3a6BeHHbIX, 


B rpomage Tnewunx KONbYYyr, 
Meyer uv winemos pasnpobneHHblx 
Ce6e gocnexoB ULIeT OH. 
Npocuynucb ryn uv cTenb Hemaa, 
NogHANcA B None TPeECK UM 3BOH; 
OH NOAHAN WNT, He BbiGupas, 
Hawen u winem, “ 3BOHKM por; 
Ho NULIb MeYa CbICKaTb HE MOT. 
Honuny 6panu o6be3xaa, 

OH BUAVT MHOXeECTBO Meyer, 

Ho Bce nerku fa CVLWKOM Manbi, 
A KHa3b KpacaBey 6bin He BANbIN, 
He To, YTO BUTA3Sb HAalwux DHE. 
47106 4eM-HUOyfib UrpaTb OT CKyKN, 
Konbe CTanbHoe B3AN OH B PyK, — 
Konb4yry OH Hagen Ha rpyfib 

VU panee nycTunca B NyTb. 


Yx no6nepHeNn 3aKaT PyMAHbI 

Hag, yCbInnNeHHO!o 3emnen; 
Jibimatcsr CuHMve TyMaHBbl, 

VU scxogut MeCaLt 30NOTON; 
Nomepkna cTenb. Tponoto TeMHOM 
Sapymuves efeT Haw Pycnan : 
UV BugUT: CKBO3b HOYHOU TyMaH 
—— nto XOsIM ae iv 
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With bristling mane and twitching ear 

In quite ungovernable fear. 

Hut now the pale orb born to range 

The sleepy skies, lights up the nightly, 
Mist-covered plain and mound more brightly, 
A sight revealing wondrous strange. 

Can pen describe the like?.. A Head, 

A living Head is there! in slumber 

Its eyes are shut, it snores, is dead 

To all the world, but every rumble, 

Each breath and wheeze that from it comes 
The helmet stirs and sends the plumes 
That reach the shadowed heights a’swaying. 
Above the gloomy plain and greying, 

The wasteland’s guard, in all its chill 

And frightful splendrousness it towers, 

An awesome hulk, part of the still 

And fearful night, possessed of powers 
Weird, menacing... Ruslan decides 

To rouse it, and, his eyes half doubting, 
Around the Head he slowly rides. 

Here is the nose! Without dismounting, 

The nostrils with the tip of his 

Sharp lance he delicately teases. 

The great face puckers up at this; 

The great Head, eyes now open, sneezes!.. 
A whirlwind starts, dust swirls, the plain 
Rocks mightily arid rocks again, 

As if by a convulsion shaken. 

The whiskers, lashes, eyebrows rain 

Whole flocks of owls, the groves awaken. 
The echo sneezes. Shocked, the steed 
Lets out a neigh and rears... Indeed, 

He all but throws the knight, a bellow 

The air rends: «Back, you foolish fellow! 

| jest not. Come and get your due; 

| gobble malaperts like you!» 

Ruslan, provoked, looks round, and, reining 
His horse in sharply, laughs in scorn, 

To make a tart retort disdaining. 

«Was ever such a nuisance born!» 

The Head declares (its tones are surly). 
«Sent here by fate to try me, were you? 
What do you want? Make off! Adieu! 

I’m going back to sleep.» «Not you!» 

The prince exclaims, these rude words hearing, 
And, filled with anger and disgust, 

Says: «Silence, empty pate! A just 

Truth is it, one not said in vain: 

A massive dome, a pygmy brain!» 

And then he adds in accents searing: 

«| ride along and no grudge bear you, 

But cross my path, and | won’t spare you!» 


TpaceT ynpamonw ronosoio, 

VU rpusa gbi6om nogHANach. 

Bapyr xonm, 6e306na4HoU NyHo!Io 
B TyMaHe 6neaHO O3apAch, 
ACcHeeT; CMOTPUT xpabpbii KHA3b — 
VU 4yfo BugauT npeg co6oww. 

Haigpy nu kpacku vu cnoBa? 

Npega Hum x«NBaA ronoBa. 
OrpoMHb! O4W CHOM OO6b=ATHI; 
Xpannt, Kayan wnem nepHatpiii, 

VU nepbs B TEMHONM BbICOTe, 

Kak TeHU, XOMAT, PAaSBEBAACb. 

B cBoen yxacHou Kpacote 

Had, MpayHou CTenbIo BO3SBbILWAACb, 
Besmonsiem oKpyxKeHa, 

Nyctbinv CTOpox G6esbIMAHHON, 
Pycnavy npesCcTouT OoHa 
Tpomagou rpo3sHou uv TyMaHHON. 

B HefOyMeHbe XOYeT OH 
TAaNHCTBEHHbIA Pa3sPYLUMTb COH. 
B6nu3u ocmMatpuBanr AUBO, 
O6bexan ronoBy Kpyrom 

VU ctan npeg HOCOM MON4NaNuBo; 
LLlekoTuT HO3apu KonueM, 

U, CMopusacb, ronoBa 3eBHyna, 
Tna3a OTKpbina v 4YnxHyna... 
NogHANCA BUXOPb, CTenb AporHyna, 
B3sBunaca nbiNnb; C PECHMLL, C YCOB, 
C 6posBen cneTena CTasn CoB; 
NpocHynucb powM MONYaNMBbI, 
4uxHyno 8x0 — KOHb PeTMBbIN 
Sapxan, 3anpbiran, oTNeTeN, 

Enpa Cam BYTA3b ycugen, 

VU scneg pasganca ronoc WyMHbIn: 
«Kygla Tb!, BATASb HEpasyMHbIi? 
Crynan Ha3ag, 9 He wy4y! 

Kak pas Haxana npornoyy!» 
PycnaH Cc npespeHbem ornsanynca, 
Bpasgamu yaepxan KOHA 

Vc ropgbim BugOM yCcMexHyica. 
«4ero Tbl XOY@LWb OT MCHA? — 
Haxmypsacb, ronoBa BCKpuYana.— 
Bot rocts MHe cyfb6a nocnana! 
Nocnywai, yGupaiica npoup! 

A cnatb xouy, TENePb yK HOYb, 
Npoujaii!» HO BUTA3b 3HAMEHUTBIN, 
Ycnbiwa rpy6pie cnoBa, 
BocknukHyn C BaxKHOCTbIO CepAMTON: 
«Monun, nyctaa ronosa! 

Cnrbixan 9 ucTuHy 6biBano: 

XoTb no6 wnpok, a Mosry mano! 
A eny, eay, He CBULLY, 

A kak Haeny, He cnytuy!» 
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At this, the Head, by such cheek numbed, 
To a most awful rage succumbed. 

It swelled, it flamed, its pale lips trembled, 
Turned paler still, were flecked with froth, 
Its eyes two balls of fire resembled, 

Great clouds of steam now poured from both 
Its ears and mouth. And then it started, 
Cheeks puffing up, with all its might 

To blow at our hapless knight. 

To no avail the horse, much startled, 

Head downward held and eyes squeezed tight, 
To push through rain and whirlwind strained; 
Half-blinded, terrified, and drained 

Of half his strength, he spun around 

And ran, for safer places bound. 

Ruslan made fresh attempts to guide him 
And to attack the Head a new — 

He was repulsed, at him it blew 

And cackled crazily. Behind him 

He heard it boom: «Ho, knight, where to? 
To flee is most unwise of you, 

You'll break your neck! Come, my assailant, 
Attack me, show me just how valiant 

You are! But no, you’d better stop; 

Your poor old nag is fit to drop!» 

And sticking out its tongue, it taunted 

And teased the knight. The monster’s leer 
Left our young hero quite undaunted 
Though sorely vexed. He raised his spear 
And at the Head the weapon flung, 

And, quivering, the brazen tongue 

It pierced and there was to remain 

Stuck fast in it. Of blood a torrent 

Poured from the maw. The great Head’s pain 
And its amazement were apparent; 

Gone was its cheek, its beet-red hue; 

Upon the prince its great eyes fastened, 

It chewed on steel, and greyer grew, 

And though still seething, was much chastened. 
So on the stage one of the Muse’s 

Less worthy pupils sometimes loses 

His head, a sense of where he is 

When deafened by a sudden hiss. 

He pales, he quakes, what he is there for 
Well-nigh forgetting, with an effort 
Declaims his lines and... stops, unheard 

By the derisive, jeering herd. 

Our gallant knight, the huge Head finding 
To be thus discomposed and dazed, 

Fiew hawk-like toward it, hand upraised 
And in a heavy gauntlet cased, 

And dealt the giant cheek a blinding 

And crushing blow. There starts an echo 


Torga, OT APOCTM HeMe;R, 
CTeCHeEHHOM 3no60i/ nnameHes, 
Hapynacb ronosa; Kak Kap, 
KPOBaBbI ON 3acBepKann; 
Haneuach, ry6b! 3agpoxann, 
V3 ycT, ywenw nogHAnca nap — 
V Bapyr oHa, 4TO Gbino moun, 
HascTpeyy KHA3IO CTana DyTb; 
HanpacHo KOHb, 3aKMYypA ON, 
CKNOHMB raBy, HaTyxa rpyfb, 


CkKBO3b BUXOPb, 1O%Mb U cyMpak HOU 


HesBepHbli NpopoONxKaeT NyTb; 
O6baATHIN CTpaxoM, OCNeNNeHHbIN, 
OH MYUTCA BHOBb, UNSHEMOXEHHbIN, 
Mjaneye B none OTAOXHyTb. 

BHOBb O6paTMTbCA BUTA3b XOYET — 
BHOBb OTpaxeH, Hage*ab! HeT! 

A ronosa emy Bocneg, 

Kak cymacweluan, XOxOYeT, 
Tpemut: «Ai, BuTa3b! ai, repon! 
Kyga Tb!? Tuwe, THwWe, cTON! 

Oi, BUTA3b, WelO CNOMULb DapoM; 
He Tpycb, Hae3QHuK, WV MeHA 
Nopagyi xoTb OAHMM yAAapoM, 
Noxa He 3AMOpPMN KOH». 

Vi mexgy TeM OHa repoa 
OHpasHuna CTpalwHbIM A3bIKOM. 
PycnaH, gocagy B CepAue Kpos, 
[po3ut eA” monya Konuem, 

TpaceT ero pykoi CBO60AHON, 

VU, sanpoxas, 6ynaT xonoAHbIn 
BOH3UNCA B DEP3OCTHbIN ASbIK. 

Vi kpoBb “v3 GeweHoro 3eBa 
Pexolo no6exana Baur. 

OT yauenenbas, Gonu, rHeBa, 

B MUHyTy DeEpsoctu nuwach, 

Ha KHA3A ronoBa rniagena, 
>Keneso rpbi3na uv GnegHena. 

B cnokovHom Ayxe ropaAyach, 

Tak uHorfa cpefb Hawen CLICHbI 
Nnoxoh nutomeu, Menbnomeubi, 
BHe3sanHbIM CBUCTOM OrnyweH, 
YK HUYerO HE BUAMT OH, 
Bnegueert, ponto 3a6p!Baer, 
Hipoxut, NOHMKHYyB rOnOBON, 

U 3ankancb yMonkaeT 

Nepeg Hacmewnuson Tonnon. 


CyaCcTAMBbIM NONb3YACb MFHOBECHbeM, 


K o6bATON ronoBe CMyLIeHbeM, 
Kak actpe6, Goratbipb neTuT 

C nopbaTon, rposHo1o DecHNLeH 
Vi B WweKy TAKKON pyKaBuuen 
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That carries o’er the gloomy plain. 
The dewy grass is richly stained 
With bloody foam. For nigh a second 


The great Head sways and rocks, then, lo! — 


It topples, hits the ground below 

And starts to roll, the steel helm making — 
A mighty clatter. But behold! — 

A huge sword, glittering like gold, 

A champion’s sword, there’s no mistaking 
The look of it, lies where the Head 

Lay ‘fore its fall. The prince, elated, 
Now seizes it, and the ill-fated 

Head follows, by the fierce wish led 

To lop its ears and nose off. Routed 

It lies before him, he’s about to 

Bring down the sword when a low plea, 
A faint moan stops him. Startled, he 
Lets his arm sink, his ire subsiding, 

And ruth, not wath his actions guiding. 
As in a vale snow quickly thaws 


When touched by midday’s sunshine flaming, 


So supplication trims the claws 
Of vengeance, its brute powers taming. 


«You brought me to my senses,» sighing, 
The Head now said in accénts lame. 
«Your right hand proved beyond denying 
That | have but myself to blame. 

| promise you, | will obey you, 

But mercy, mercy, knight, | pray you! 
For grim has my plight been; | too 

Was once a valiant knight like you, 

By none on battlefield excelled 

Or to lay down my arms compelled. 

And happy | — were’t not for my 

Young malformed brother’s rivalry! 

For Chernomor, that fount of hatred, 
Alone my downfall perpetrated! 

A bearded midget and a stain 

Upon our family’s good name, 

For me who was both tall and straight 
He felt a bitter jealousy, 

But hid his all-consuming hate 

Behind an outward courtesy. 


_ Alas! | have been simple ever, 


While he, this wretch of comic height, 
Is diabolically clever 

And full of viciousness and spite. 
Besides — | quake as | confess this — 
Te ste sain _ his possess 


C pasmaxa ronoBy pa3nT; 
VU ctenb ygapom ornacunacs; 
Kpyrom pocuctas TpaBa 
Kposason neHon o6arpunacs, 
U, sawatTaBwnch, ronoBa 
NepesepHynacb, noKaTunach, ~~ 
Vi winem 4yryHHbi sactyyan. { 
Torga Ha MecTe OonycTenomM 
Mey 6oratbipcKui 3acBepKan. aC 
Halu BUTASb B TpeneTe BeECeNOM \ 
Ero cxspaTun u kK ronoBe (Pas 
No okposasneHHoi TpaBe (Ft 
BexuT C HAMEPEHbEM XKECTOKMM r 
Ev Hoc u yun oOpybnTb; - 
Yxxe PycnaH Fotos pasuvTb, 

Y>Ke B3MaxHys} MCYOM LUNVPOKMM — 
Bapyr, v3yMneHHbIN, BHEMNeT OH 
[naBbi MONAWEN KAKU CTOH... tl 
Vi Tuxo Me4 OH ONycKae;T, \\ 
B Hem rHeB CBYpenbIi ymupaerT, i 
VU mujeHbe SOypHoe nagerT @ 
B pywe, MONeHbeM YCMUMPeHHON: 
Tak Ha osMHe TaeT Neg, 

Jiyyom nonygHA nopaxKeHHbii. 


eC ae) C ge 


«Tbl BpDasyMUun MeHA, repon,— \\ 
Co B390xom ronoBa CKa3ana,— i 
TBoa necHuua fOKa3aNa, ( 
UTO A BUHOBeEH Npev TO6ON; ; 
OtHbiHe | Te6e NocnyweH; é 
Ho, BUTA3b, Gyfb BennukozAyWweH! 
Qoctoun nnaya xpe6uii Mon. 
Va 6bIN BUTASb yAaon! 5 
B kposasbix 6uTBax CynocTaTa ( 
Ce6e a paBHoro He 3pen; ( 
Cyactnue, korga Obi He uMen ir 
ConepHukom MeHbwOro 6pata! ( 
KopapHbii, 3n06HbIN Y4epHOomop, . 
Tpi, Thi BCeX 6ef, MOMX BHO! \ 
CemeictsBa Halwero nosop, 
PokeHHbIN Kapnoi, c Goponow, ‘ 
Moi AVBHbI POcT OT IOHbIX DHE ct 
He mor OH 6e3 ZocaAbi BUDeTb f 
V ctan 3a TO B Aye CBOen ( 
Mena, *eCTOKN, HEHABUZeTb. 

A 6bin Bcerga HEMHOTO NpocT,  —s«w 
XorTa BbICOK; acen poeemet, 
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Intentions but in accents civil 

To me one fateful day he said: 

“| need your help.” (There’s no refusing 
Such an appeal.) “You see, perusing 

A book of magic once, | read 

That where rise mighty hills, and breakers 
Against them smash, in a forsaken 

Stone vault, known to no human, lies 

A magic sword that was created 

By baneful spirits. Fascinated, 

| studied hard and learnt the meaning 

Of secret words, in this wise gleaning 

A truth to great fears giving rise: 

That this sword, so the skies portend 

And fate wills, both our lives will end 

By parting us, my friend and brother, 

Me from my beard, you from your head. 
We must procure the sword, none other, 
And ‘thout delay“. ,Well, well,“ | said, 
»What’s stopping us? We need not tarry! 
You’ll point the way out. Come, now, hurry, 
Get on my shoulder, brother mine; 

On to the other one a pine 

I'll hoist. If need be we will go 

To the earth’s very end.“ And so 

Upon our way at once we started, 

And, God be thanked, as if to spite 

The soothsay, all at first went right, 

And those far mountains, happy-hearted, 
| reached at last and went beyond, 

And there the secret dungeon found, 

And. with my bare hands broke it open 
And drew the sword out, always hoping 
That fate would merciful remain. 

But no! We quarrelled once again. 

The cause? — O’er which was to possess it, 
No mean reward, | must confess it. 

He raved, | reasoned, so it went 

Until the wily one, while seeming 

To yield his ground and to relent, 
Devised, to work my ruin scheming, 

A knavish ruse. ,Enough! This sparring, 
This shameful tiff, life’s pleasures marring,* 
Said he with solemn mien, ,must cease. 
Is it not better to make peace? 

Whose sword this is to be, |’m thinking, 
Fate ran decide. We'll each an ear 

Put to the ground, and if a ringing 

Should yours reach first, why, brother dear, 
You will have won it. ,And, so saying, 

He dropped on to the ground, and |, 

| followed suit and lay down by 

His side... Ah, knight, there’s no gainsaying 


Hoxone 6opoga uena — 
VU3MeHHUK He CTpaWMTCcA 3na. 
Bot OH OAHaxKAbI C B4D0M Apyx6bl 
«Nocnywai,— XvTpO MHe CKa3an,— 
He OTKAXKNCb OT BAXKHOM Cnyx*6bl: 
AB YEPHbIx KHUraXx OTbICKAN, 

4TO 3a BOCTOYHbIMM TropamMn 

Ha Tuxux mopa Geperax, 

B rnyxom nogBane, nog 3amMkamu 
XpaHutca Mey — Vv 4TO xe? CTpax! 
A paso6pan Bo Teme BoNWeGHOH, 
4To Bonelo Cyfb6b!I BpaxgZe6Hon 
Ceii meu u3BecTeH 6yfeT HaM; 
YTo Hac OH OG6OMx Nory6uT: 

MuHe 6o0pogy mow oTpy6uT, 

Te6e rnaBy; cyan xe Cam, 

CkOnb BaXKHO HaM NpuobpeTeHbe 
Cero Co3gaHbA 3NbIx DYXOB!» 

— «Hy, 4To *e? roe TyT 3aTpyMHeHbe? — 
Cxa3an © Kapne,— A roToB; 

Ugy, XOTb 3a npegzenbi CBeTa». 

VU cocHy Ha nneyo B3BaNMn, 

Ada gpyroe ana coBpeta 

Snoges 6pata nocagun; 

NycTuncsa B AanbHylo Aopory, 

LWaran, waran v, cnasa Bory, 

Kak 6b! npopoYectTBy Ha3n0o, 

Bcé cyacTnuBo CHaYana WO. 

3a OTAaNeHHbIMM Fropamu 

Haun Mbi poKoBOoU nogBan; 

A pasmetan ero pykamu 

Vi noTaeHHbi Mey MOCTAaN. 

Ho Het! cyfb6a Toro xoTena: 

Mex Hamu CCcopa 3akunena — 

V 6bino, NDU3HAalOC, O 4eM! 

Bonpoc: komy BnageTb Me4YOmM? 

A cnopun, kapna ropayunca; 
Bpanunucb Aonro; HaKOHeLu, 

YnoBky BbIQyMaN XUTpPeL, 

Nputux uv 6GyaTo 6b cmarunnca. 
«OctTasBum 6ecnonesHbii cnop,— 
Cxa3an MHe BaxKHO YepHomop,— 

Mb! Tem colo3 Haw o6eccnaBuM; 
PaccyfoK B MUpe X*UTb BeNuT; 

Cynb6e pewutb MbI npesocTaBuM, 
Komy ce Mey npvHagnexurT. 

K 3emne npuHuKHem yxom 06a 

(Mero He BbIgymaeT 3no6a!), 

VU kTO yCnbILUUT NepBbIi 3BOH, 

ToT v Bnagei Meyom fo rpo6a».— 
CKka3an uv ner Ha 3eEMsJI0 OH. 

A coypy TakxKe pacTAHyica; 

Jlexy, He Cnbilwy HuYero, 


| was a dolt, a knucklehead, 

A perfect ass to have believed him — 
| told myself | would deceive him 

And was myself deceived instead! 
The ugly wretch stood up, and, stealing 
On tiptoe to me from the back, 

The sword raised. Dastardly attack! — 
It sang, a death-blow to me dealing. 
Fre | could turn, my poor head was 
No longer in its place, alas. 

Preserved by some dark, occult force, 
It lives (which is no boon, of course), 
But all the rest of me, unburied, 

Rots in a place to man unknown; 

With blackthorn thickly overgrown 

My frame is; by the midget carried 

| (just the head) was to this spot 

And left to guard — ignoble lot! — 
The magic sword. For ever after 

It shall be yours, ‘tis only right. 


Fate’s kind to you; should you, O knight, 


The dwarf meet, be he e’er so crafty, 


Avenge me — with this great sword smite 


The ruthless knave, my heart relieving 
Of all its suffering and grieving. 

The juicy smack you gave me | a 
Will then forget, without a sigh 

Or a reproach this sad world leaving.» 


CANTO THE FOURTH 


Each morning as | wake from slumber 
To God | tender heartfelt praise 

That of magicians nowadays 

There is a marked decrease in number, 
And that they render now far less 
Precarious our marriages. 

In fact, their spells need not be dreaded 
By those of us but newly wedded. 
But there is witchery and guile, 

Blue eyes, a tender voice, a smile, 

A dimpled cheek, and all the rest, 
Which to avoid, | find, is best. 

The honeyed poison they exude 
intoxicates; | dread, | fear them. 

Like me beware of staying near them, 
Embrace repose and quietude. 


Owrendretis eas of mh me, 


Cmexas: o6many ero! 

Ho cam XeCTOKO O6maHynica. 
Snooper B rny6oKon THWIMHe, 
Npuscrtas, Ha UbINOYKaX KO MHe 
Nogkpanca c3agu, pasmaxnyncs; 
Kak BUXOPb, CBUCTHYN OCTpbIi Mey, 
VU npexge 4em & OrnsHynca, 

Yk ronoBa cneTena c nney — 

U cBepxbectecTBeHHaa cuna 

B Hem KU3HM AYXx OCTaHOBUNa. 
Moi octos TepHvem o6poc; 


Baanu, B CTpake, nogbmn 3a6BeHHON, 


Uctnen mou npax HenorpeG6eHHbiii; 
Ho 3no6Hbilii Kapna nepeHec 
Meus B Cex Kpaii yeQuHeHHbiii, 
Tne BeYHO DomxkeH 6bin cCTepedb 
To60i/ CerogHA B3ATbIN MeY. 

O Butasp! Tel xpaHum cyfb6o1, 
Bo3bmu ero, uv Bor c to6oi0! 
BbiTtb MOxXeT, Ha CBOeM NyTu 

Tpl Kapny-4Yapogen BCTPeTMLUIb — 
Ax, ECNN Tbi CFO 3AMETULUb, 
KopapctTBy, 3no6e oTomctTu! 

Vi HakoHel, 8 CYacTnuB Byazy, 
CnokoiHo Mup ocTaBnio cer — 
VB GnarogapHocTu Moen 

Tso noweuwHy sa6ypy». 


NECHb YETBEPTAA 


A kakopblii DeHb, BOCCTAB OT CHa, 
Bnarogapio cepgzeyHo Bora 

3a TO, YTO B HaluM BpemMeHa 
Bonwe6Hukos He Tak YK MHOrO. 

K Tomy xe — 4eCTb UM CnaBa uM! — 
>KeHuTbOb! Haw Gesonacubl... 

Ux 3amMbicnbi He TaK YKAaCHbI 
My>kbaM, DeEBYLIAM MONODbIM. 

Ho ectb BonweG6Huku Apyruve, 
KoToOpbIx HEHAaBMxy A: 

Ynbi6xa, own rony6bie 

VU ronoc Munbii — O Apy3ba! 

He BepbTe uM: OHM NyKaBb!! 
Crpauutecb, nogpaxan MHe, 

Ux yYNOUTENbHON | eEpAae : 
Vi nounsante B TV 
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Of this inconstant Muse of mine 
The confidant and keeper faithful! 
Forgive me, Northern Orpheus, do, 
For recklessly presuming to 

Fly after you in my tale playful 

And catching in a most quaint lie 
Your wayward lyre... 


My good friends, | 
Know that you heard about the evil 
Old wretch, the hapless sinner who 
In days of yore sold to the devil 
His own soul and his daughters’ too; 
Of how through charity and fasting 
And faith and prayer sincere, long-lasting 
And penitence without complaint 
He found a patron in a saint; 
How, when the hour struck, he died, 
How his twelve daughters slept, enchanted. 
Stirred were we, yes, and terrified 
By visions strangely darkness-manitled, 
By Heaven’s wrath, the Arch-fiend’s fury, 
The sinner’s torments. With enduring 
Delight and joy, let us confess, 
We eyed the chaste maids’ loveliness, 
Walked with them, sad of heart and weeping, 
Around the castle’s toothy wall, 
Or stayed beside them, vigil keeping 
O’er their calm sleep, their peaceful thrall. 
We called upon Vadim, exhorted 
Him to come soon, and when the blest, 
The holy ones awoke, escorted 
Them to their father’s place of rest. 
Yet had we been deceived and dare | 
The truth speak and misgiving bury?.. 


Ratmir goads his steed on, his way 
Toward southern plains impatient making, 
Filled with the hope of overtaking 

Ludmila ‘fore the end of day... 

The crimson skies turn slowly darker 

And vainly with his gaze he strains 

To pierce the haze that cloaks the plains 
And sleepy stream. A last ray sparkles 
Above the wood and paints it gold. 

By nighttime’s dark, thick veil enfolded, 


Our knight rides past black, jutting boulders... 


Oh, for a place to sleep!.. Behold! — 

A vale before him lies, an old 

Walled castle perching high above it 
Upon a cliff top; shadow-covered, 

At every corner turrets show. 

With all a swan’s glide, smooth and slow, 


VU my3b! BETDEHOM Moen 
HanepcHuk, NecTyH u xpaHuTenb! 
Npoctuv MHe, ceBepHbIA Opden, 
4To B noBecTu Moe 3a6aBHoN 
Tenepb socneg Tte6e neuy 

VU nupy my3bi CBOeHpaBHOK 

Bo nxu nNpenecTHOK obnunyy. 


Apy3bsA MOV, BbI BCe Cnbixanu, 
Kak 6ecy B GpeBHy DHUM 3nopnen 
Npegan cnepsa ce6sa c neyanu 
A Tam WY pylun poyepen; 

Kak nocne wenpbiM nogasvHbem, 
MonutBon, Beponw, vu NocTom, 

VU HenpuTBOPHbIM NOKaAHbeEM 
CuHuckan 3acTynHuka B CBATOM; 
Kak yMep OH UV Kak 3acHyu 

Ero nBeHaguaTb AoYepen: 

VU Hac nneHyvnnu, yxacnynnu 
KapTuHb!i TaiHbix Cux HOYeN, 
Cun yvyfecHble BUgeHbA, 

Ceii mpayHbii Gec, cer Boxuii rues, 
>Kusble rpewHukKa MyYeHbA 

VU npenectb Henopo4Hbix eB. 
Mbi Cc HMMM Makanu, 6ponvnn 
Boxpyr 3y64aTbix 3amMKa CTeH, 

VU cepgauem TponyTeim mo6unn 
VUx TUXW COH, UX THX MEH; 
Hywon Baguma npu3abisann, 

VU npo6yxpeHbe 3penn ux, 

VU 4acToO WVHOKMHb CBATbIX 

Ha rpo6 oTuoBcKui NpoBoxKann. 
VU 4TO XX, BOSMOXHO Nib?.. HaM Conranu! 
Ho npasay BOsBeLly nn A?.. 


Mnapou Patmup, Hanpasa K lory 
Hetepnennespii Ger KOHA, 

Yk AyMasl NpeA 3akaTOM DHA 
HarHaTb PycnavHosy cynpyry. 

Ho geHb GarpsHbii BeYepen; 
HanpacHo BUTA3b Npez co6o10 
B TyMaHb! QanbHue CmMoTpen: 
Bcé 6bIno nycTo Hag peKol. 
Sapu nocneaAHMi ny4y ropen 
Hag apKo no3snaweHHbim 6opom. 
Hal BUTAH3b MUMO YeEpHbix CKayI 
TUXOHbKO NPOesxKal 1 BSOPOM 
Hounera Mex gepes vcKan. 

OH Ha fonuny BbIesxKaeT 

VU Bugut: 3aMoK Ha CKanax 
Sy6yaTb! CTEHb! BOSBbILUAeT; 
YepHeioT GawHu Ha yrnax; 

VU mesa NO CTeHE BbICOKON, 


Along the wall there walks a maiden; 
By twilight’s faint ray lit is she, 

And on the soft air dreamily 

Her song floats, in the distance fading: 


im, «Night cloaks the lea; from far away 

PS) The chilling winds of ocean carry. 

a Come, youthful roamer, do not tarry; 

; 4 Take shelter in our castle, pray! 

, 

by p i «The nights in languid calm we spend, 

eat The days in feasts and merrymaking. 

a Come, youthful wanderer, attend 

i. }) This fete of ours, to joy awaking. 

i. ) 

e ‘) «We many are and beauties all; 

ax Our lips are soft, our speeches tender. 
4¥ Come, youthful wanderer, surrender 

\- And heed our joyous, secret call! 

“ } | 

ee) «For thee, O knight, at birth of morning 

2 \ A farewell cup of wine we'll fill. 

Pp) Heed thou our summons with a will, 

a Our gentle plea refrain from scorning. 

> f «Night cloaks the lea, from far away ~ 
a The chilling winds of ocean carry. 

fy Come, youthful roamer, do not tarry, 

a) Take shelter in our castle, pray!» 

. 

2 ; He hears her in this manner greet him 

on And hastens, tempted, to the gate 

}: a Where other fair maids, smiling, wait, 
« A throng of them come out to meet him. 

pb: Their eyes to his face glued, they seek 

#,) To make him welcome. How entrancing 


; 

Two of them lead away his prancer. 
The castle enters he; en masse 

The fair young hermits follow. As 

One of his winged helm relieves him, 
Another ‘thout his armour leaves him, 

: A third removes his sword and shield. 
The garb of warfare’s bound to yield 
#.\ To flimsier dress. But first the splendours 

Of a true Russian bath wait for 
The wayworn youth. In torrents endless 
; We see the steaming water pour 
Into the silver tubs; it eddies 
> And swirls; swift fountains pizwers Bend 


a 


Their speeches are, the words they speak!.. 


Kak B Mope ne6eab ofNHoKui, 
Upet, 3apei ocpeuena; 

VU feBbi NeCHb efBa CNbILWHAa 
Aonunb! B TAWUHe rny6oKon: 


«JIOKUTCA B MONE Mpak HOYHON; 


OT BONH NOAHANCA BeTep xnagHblii. 


Y>« NO3MAHO, NyYTHMK MONnOAON! 
Ykpouica B TepeM Hal OTPAaAHbii. 


S3HeCb HOUbIO Hera VM NOKON, 

A DHeM VW WwyM, “ nMpoBaHbe. 
Npugnv Ha ApyxHoe npu3sBaHbe, 
Npugay, 0 nyTHuK Monogon! 


Y Hac Hahpeluib KpacaBuy, pon; 
Vx HexKHbI peu vu NoG63aHbe. 
Npuauv Ha TaAHoe npusBaHbe, 
Npugy, 0 nyTHUK Monogon! 


Te6e Mbi Cc yTpeHHei sapen 
HanonHum Ky6o0xk Ha NpowaHbe. 
Npuav Ha MUpHOe NpusBaHbe, 
Npugy, oO nyTHUK MonoszOn! 


Jloxutca B none Mpak HOYHON; 


OT BONH NOAHANCA BeTep xNagHbIn, 


Yk NO3AHO, NyTHUK MONOgON! 
Ykpoiica B TepeM Hal OTPaAHbIN». 


OHa M@HuT, OHA NOeT: 
Vi tOHbI XAH YK NOD CTEHOW; 
Ero BcTpeyatoT y BOpoT 

Qesuubl kpacHbie ToNnNoW; 

Npuv wyme nackosbix peyen 

OH OKpy>xXeH; C Hero He CBOAAT 
OHW NNeHUTeNbHbIX O4eN; 

Ase AeBULbI KOHA YBODAT; 

B yepToru BxognuT xaH Mnagon, 
3a HMM OTWEsIbHUL, MUIbIX pon; 
OjHa CHYMaeT Nem KpbinaTbin, 
Apyras KoBaHbIe naTbl, 

Ta Mey 6eper, Ta MbiIbHbIA LUT; 
Onex*na Herm 3aMeHuT 
KenesHple gocnexu 6pann. 

Ho npexxge mHxoWwy BenyT 

K BenukonenHoi pycckoi Gane. © 
Yok BONHbI AbIMHbIe TekyT 


a foe 
«’ « 
,( at 


ca 


> oh i 


Ae we | we Re) 


aoe 


ney Ns ‘ 


a een a Oe i dN at ee 
e~ 
| 4 \ 


a aes 


1 wi 


ha 


. ae ae 


Scecec 


= 
Lh oS 


Be aye 


We) (We) 


ave 


- 


TG 


I 


Cw 


1¢ We) VE) 


Fyes oF ee 


21 & at Gy 


: - 
Ce ie | 
{ = 3s 


oa a 


- 
— —_ 


» 
i — = 


= 


= 


a . 
aS oy 


= 


yes ee se 


eRe 


Rich are the rugs that he lies on! 
Transparent wisps of steam curl o’er him; 
The maids, all half-nude loveliness, 
Around him crowd, a mute caress 

Hid in their downcast eyes, and for him 
Care with a wordless tenderness. 
Above him one waves birch twigs that 
Send off sweet scents, another, at 

His side stays put and waxes busy, 
The juice of spring’s fresh roses using 
To cool his weary legs and arms 

And drown in aromatic balms 

His curly locks. Ratmir, enraptured, 
Forgets Ludmila, long since captured, 


And her once dreamt-of, longed-for charms. 


With languor filled and with desire, 
His roving eye agleam, he burns, 
All passion, and, his heart afire, 
For love and its fulfilment yearns. 


But now the baths he leaves, and, wearing 
Rich velvets, to a feast sits down, 


Notynsa Her“ nonHbii B3OP, 
NpenectHbie, nonyHarne, 

B 3a60Te HExXHOM VW HeEMOn, 
Bxpyr xaHa geBbi MONOgAbIeE 
TecHATCA pe3solo TONNON. 

Hag, pbitjapem WHaA MaLlueT 
Betsamu monogbix 6epes3, 

Vi >kap OT HUX AYWUCTbIN Nawer; 
Oipyran COKOM BeLUHUX Ppo3 
YcTanbl WieHbI Npoxnaxpaer 

VU B apomaTtax notonnsetT 
TeMHOKyApABbie BNAacbl. 
BocTOproM BUTA3b YNOCHHbIN 
Yxe 3a6bin JiogMunbi nNeHHON 
HegasHo Musibie Kpacb!; 
TOMUTCA CNafOCTHbIM *eNaHbeM; 
Bpogpsuiuii 830p ero 6necturT, 
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VU, NONHbIN CTpacTHbIM OKVaHbeM, “S 
OH TaeT Cepauem, OH ropuT. a 
te 
Ho BOT BbIXOAMT OH M3 OaHu. [€5| 
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With the young sirens gladly sharing 
The wonders of the board. | own 
1am no Homer to be singing 

in lofty verse (not mine his pen) 

The feasts of Grecian fighting men 
And their great goblets’ merry ringing. 

No, like Parny | would that my 

Imprudent lyre might tender sigh 

O’er love’s sweet kiss and sing the praises 


Of nude forms dimmed by night’s soft hazes!.. 


Lit by the moon the castle is; 

| see a chamber where, reclining 

Upon a couch, Ratmir sleeps, pining 

For love in dreamy languor. His 

Once pallid brow and cheeks are flaming, 
His lips, half-open, are aglow 

And seem to be in secret claiming 
Another’s lips; he heaves a low, 

A moan-like, lingering sigh, and, seizing 
The quilt, with quickened, fevered breathing, 
To his breast presses it... The door 
Squeaks open, moon beams streak the floor, 
A maid steals in... Awake, Ratmir! 

Of sleep asunder tear the meshes! 

Night’s every moment is too precious, 

Pray waste them not!.. The maid draws near 
The sleeping knight with softest tread... 

His face, on hot down pillowed, blazes, 

The silk quilt’s slipped from off the bed. 

She holds her breath and at him gazes, 
Entranced by what she sees, by this 

Limp, sensuous form now left 'thout cover: 
She’s sanctimonious Artemis 

Beside her youthful shepherd lover. 

Then, gracefully and lightly she 

Puts on the couch a rounded knee, 

And o’er the lucky sleeper leaning, 

Sighs deeply, to his breathing listens, 

And rouses him from sensuous dreaming 
With passionate and fiery kisses... 


But stay! Beneath my slowing fingers 
The virgin lyre now turns still, 

My shy voice weaker grows — we will 
Leave young Ratmir, | dare not sing of 
Him more or in this vein go on: 

’Tis time, friends, to recall Ruslan, 
That stalwart staunch as he is fearless, 
That lover true, that gallant peerless. 
Exhausted by the mighty fray, 
ane the a he now lies slee vin 
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B Kpyry npenecTHbix oes, Patmup 
Cagutca 3a 6Goratpli nup. 

A He Omep: B CTNuxax BbICOKUX 

OH MOXeT BOCNeBaTb ODMH 

O6eabI rpeyeckux ApyKNH 

VU 3B0H, v nNeHy Yau rnyGoKux. 
Munee, no cnegam Mapun, 

Mue cnaButb nnupoto He6pexHon 

VU Haroty B HOYHOW TeHY, 

Vi nouenyii no6osn HexKHOH! 
JlyHOlo 3aMOK O3apeH; 

A Buy Tepem OTAaNeHHbIii, 

Tne BUTA3b TOMHbIN, BOCNAaNeHHbIi 
BxywaeT OfMHOKUN COH; 

Ero yeno, ero naHutTbl 
MrHOBeHHbIM NnaMeHeM FopsarT; 
Ero ycta nonyorKpbiTbl 

Jlo63aHbe TaNHoOe MAaHAT; 

OH CTpaCTHO, MeEDVJICEHHO B3AbIxaeT, 
OH BUAMT UX — VB NbINKOM CHE 
NoKkposp! K cepauy Npw>x«KumaerT. 
Ho BoT B rny6oKon THWIMHe 

pepb oTBOpNNach; NON peBHuBbIii 
CxkpbinuT nog HOXKOM TOponnuBON, 
VU npu cepe6paHonk nyHe 
MenbkHyna gesa. CHbI Kpbinatbl, 
Coxpoiitechb, oTnNeTUTe NpoUb! 
NpocHucb — TBOA HacTana HOUb! 
Npocuucsa — gopor mur ytpatp!!.. 
Ona nopxoguT, OH Ne x*KuT 


VB CnagocTpacTHon Here ApemneT; 


Noxkpos ero c ofpa CKONb3uT, 

VU xapKni nyx 4eno O6bemne;rT. 

B monuaHbe esa Nepea Hum 
CrTouT HeOBYUXxHO, 6e3gbIxaHHa, 
Kak nuuemepHan Jivana 

Npea mMunbim nacTbipem CBOuM; 

VU BOT OHa, Ha NOxe xaHa 
KOneHOM ONeplwNCcb OAHUM, 
B3Q0xHyB, NULWO K HEMY CKNOHAeCT 
C TOMNeHbeM, C TDeENeTOM XMBbIM 
VU cou cyacTnuBua NpepbiBaeT 
JI063aHbeM CTPaCTHbIM VM HEMbIM... 


Ho, Apyru, BEBCTBeHHaA Nupa 
Ymonkna nog, Moeu pykon; 
— enue ronoc Mou — 
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Already o’er the sky comes creeping, 
And turns the Head’s thick locks in play 
To molten gold. Our young knight, blinking, 
So sharp’s the light, from earthen bed 
Springs quickly up, and in a twinkling 

_ By his swift steed is onward sped. 


The days run on, the fields turn yellow, 


The leaves drop from the trees’ bared crowns; 
The autumn wind’s fierce whistling drowns 


The winged songsters’ music mellow. 
The nude brown hills are daily haunted 
By heavy fogs, for winter’s near. 

But our young gallant knows no fear 
And, by its icy breath undaunted, 
Heads northward. Daily now he meets 
Fresh barriers: now bravely fights he 
Another knight, now beats a mighty 
And awesome giant, now defeats 

A crafty witch. One night he even 

As in a dream saw mermaids sit 

On swaying, mist-clothed branches lit 
By silver moonbeams. Closer driven, 
He watched them, full of wonder. They 
Said ne’er a word, but smiling slyly, 
Tried to enchant and to beguile him. 
By kind fate shielded, fast away 


The stalwart rode: they could not win him, 


Desire soundly slept within him; 
To find Ludmila was his goal: 
For he was hers — hers, heart and soul. 


Meanwhile, kept from the dwarf’s advances 


Safe by the hat that she has on, 


Annoyed by no unwanted glances, 


Nog GoratbipcKon ronoBolo 

OH CNagOcTHbI BKyWaeT COH. 
Ho BOT yk paHHelO 3apelo 
Cusiet tTuxniA HEGOCKNOH; 

Bc@ ACHO; yTpa Nyy UrpMBbI 
CnaBbt KocMaTbIN no6 3natuT. 
PycnaH BCTaeT, U KOHb peTMBbIN 
YK BUTA3A CTpeNnolw MYMT. 


Vi Hu GeryT; *enTeloT HUBbI; 

C nepes cnagaet ApAxnbii NUCT; 

B necax OCeHHUK BeTpPa CBUCT 
Nesuy, NepHaTbix 3arnywaerT; 
Ts>KenbIN, NACMYPHbIN TyMaH 
Harue xonmbl o6BuBaerT; 

3uma npu6nvuxunach — PycnaH 
CsBon nyTb OTBAKHO NposOMKaeT 
Ha fanbHbii CeBep; C KaKObIM DHEM 
Nperpagb! HoBbie BCTpeYaeT: 

To 6beTca OH C GoraTbIpeM, 

To C BEDZbMOW, TO C BeENUKaHOM, 
To AYHHOM HOYbIO BUAMT OH, 

Kak 6yaQTO CKBO3b BONWeGHbIN COH, 
OxkpyxxeHb! CefbIM TyMaHOM, 
Pycanku, TUXO Ha BETBAX 

Kayancb, BUTA3A MNaporo 

C ynbi6Kon xuTpOK Ha ycTax 
Manat, He FOBOpA HU COB... 


Ho, TaHbIM NPOMbICNOM xpaHuM, 
BecctpauiHbii BUTA3b HEBpeaMM; 
B ero nywe *enaHbe Apemne;r, 
OH ux He BUAUT, UM HE BHEMNET, 
Oaua Jliogmuna sciogy Cc HUM. 


Ho mMexgay TEM, HUKEM He 3puMa, 
OT HanagpeHui KonpAyHa 
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For thus arrayed, she’s seen by none, 
What does Ludmila?.. Silent, teary, 
She walks the garden paths alone 
And pines for Prince Ruslan, her dearly 
Beloved spouse; then, to her home 

In far-off Kiev her thoughts flying, 
She brightens and, no longer sighing, 
Embraces father, brothers, sees 

Her youthful playmates in her dreams 
And her old nannies; separation 

And thralldom suddenly forgot, 

She’s back among them all; but not 
For long does her imagination 

Bear her away with it, and soon 

Anew is she immersed in gloom... 

As for the lovesick villain’s minions, 
His orders wordless they obey 

And search the castle, the pavilions. 


The grounds ’thout respite night and day. 


They shout, they rush about insanely, 
Hut ail, let us admit it, vainly, 

For being an accomplished tease, 
The maid provoked them without cease. 
Before them suddenly appearing, 
She'd call out happily, «Yoo-hoo!» 
And spotting her as well as hearing 
Her voice, the slaves, a motley crew, 
Would run to catch her only to 

Seize upon empty air; her tinkling 
Laugh sounded as the cap she drew 
Down on her head, and in a twinkling 


Was gone... Where she had passed, they knew, 


For signs of it, however fleeting, 
Were to be seen: from off a tree 
Ripe fruit might vanish, grass might be 


Left crushed and limp; that she’d been eating 


Or drinking or else resting there 

They could not help but be aware. 

A cedar or a birch provided 

The maid with shelter; on a bough 
She’d perch and try to doze, but how 
Could sleep come to a maiden blinded 
By endless tears, her heart grief-torn!.. 


Against a tree trunk weakly leaning, 


She might sigh wearily and yawn 

And fall a prey to fitful dreaming... 

But when the new-born light of day 
Night’s shadows drove away, and pearly 


The skies turned, ‘neath the fall’s cool spray 
She’d wash. The dwarf, one morning ant, 
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Bonwe6Honw wankolo xpaHuma, 
UTo DenaeT MOA KHAHA, 

Moa npekpacuHaa Jliogmuna? 
Ona, 6€3mMonBHa VY yHbINa, 
Oana rynrveT no cagam, 

O apyre MbICAUT v4 B3AbIxaeT 
Unb, BONO DaB CBOUM MeuTaM, 
K pOAUMbIM KNEBCKMM NONAM 

B 3a6BeHbe Cepaua ynetaerT; 
Otua uv GpatTbes o6HumaerT, 
Nogpyxek BUAUT MONOAbIX 

VU cTapbix Mamywek CBOuXx — 
Sa6biTbi NNeH UV pasnyyeHbe! 
Ho Bckope 6efHas KHADKHA 
Cpoe Tepsert 3a6nyxoeHbe 

VU BHOBb YHbIsIa VW OfHa. 

Pa6b! Bnio6neHHoro 3snonen, 

VU peHb MW HOUb, CUfeTb HE CMe;R, 
Mex TeM NO 3aMky, no cagam 
MpenecTHon NneHHULib! UCKaNn, 
Metanncb, rpOMKO Npv3biBann, 
OgHako BCe NO NycTAKaM. 
Jioamuna umn 3sa6asnanacp: 

B Bonwe6Hbix powax vHOorgna 
Bes wanku Bapyr OHa ABNANACh 
VU knukana: «Cioga, clogia!» 

VU sce 6pocanncb K Heh TONNOW; 
Ho B CTOpoHy — He3puma BApyr — 
OHa HECNbILUHOIO CTONO!IO 

OT xvuJHbIx yOerana pyK. 

Be3ge sceyacHo 3ameyanu 

Ee MUHyTHble Cneppi: 

To nosnaujeHHbie nnogbl 

Ha WyMHbIX BeTBAX UCYesann, 
To kann KMtO4eBOUK BOAbI 

Ha nyr u3MaTbIW ynaganu: 

Torga HaBepHo B 3amMKe 3HaNu, 
YTO NbeT UNb KyYWAaeT KHADKHA. 
Ha BeTBAx KeaApa unb Gepesbi 
CkpbiBanACb NO HOYaM, OHA 
MunytHoro uckana CHa — 

Ho TOoNbKO nNponuBana Cne3bl, 
3Bana cynpyra u noKoN, 
TOMUNaCb FPyCTbiO Vv 3eB0TON, 

VU peako, peako npeg 3apen, 
CKNOHACb KO ANeBy ronoBon, 
Apemana TOHKOIO APpemMoTON; 
Ensa pemena Hom ria, 
Fomnaaiia K Bangi a . 
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And moonbeams the lone gardens combed, 
Of spirit sore, by none attended, 

Ludmila its far reaches roamed. 

At times the echoes would be bringing 

Her sweet voice closer, softly singing. 
Threads from a Persian shawl, a leaf 

Chewed through, a tear-stained handkerchief; 
A garland by her quick hands made 

Might be found lying in a glade. 


His passion and frustration mounting, 

All else save his piqued pride discounting, 
The dwarf has but a single thought: 

That the young princess must be caught. 
Thus did famed Lemnos’ hobbling smith, 
Accepting the connubial wreath 

From the unrivaled Aphrodite, 

Decide to snare her charms, delighting 
The laughing gods by showing them 

Of love the cunning stratagem. 


One day the maid sat bored and weary 
Inside a marble summer-house 

And gazed abstracted through the boughs 
Of trees by wind swayed at the cheery, 
Bloom-covered meadow just beyond. 
«My love!» she hears. Ruslan! The sound 
Of his dear voice. He’s there, in person: 
His face, his form; but dull of eye 

And pale is he, he bleeds, his thigh 

Is gashed: a wound, a bad one. «Mercy! 
Ruslan, ‘tis you!» And with a cry 

She flies to him, and, heartsore, shaking, 
In tears, says to him, her voice breaking: 
«Ruslan, my husband, you are here 

And wounded, bleeding... Oh, my dear!» 
Her arms go round him... God in Heaven! 
What horror’s this! She cannot stir, 
She’s trapped, a net enmeshes her!.. 
The cap falls off. Who is her craven 

And foul pursuer? Cold of limb, 


She hears: «She’s mine!» Her gaze grows dim... 


The dwarf, none other! Quite defenseless 

Is she again; she sees his face 

And moans, but by the good Lord’s grace 
Dreams now enfold her, she falls senseless. 


Poor child! What sight is there more chilling, 
More certain to provoke our rage! 

His brazen hand the puny mage 

Lays on the charms of young Ludmila. 

Is he — foul thought! — to taste of bliss? 
But hark! A hom sounds. What means this? 


Nnecxan u 6pbisran sogonag. 
C cBoei O6bINHO!O TOCKOIO 

flo HOBO HON, 3NECb VU Tam, 
Ona 6poguna no cagam; 
Hepeako nog Beyep cnbixann 
Ee npuatHbii rONOcoK; 
Hepeako B powwax nogHumMannu 
Unb eto 6pOwWeHHbI BEHOK, 
Vinu knouku nepcugckon wann, 
Unu sannakaHHbin nnatoK. 


KecToKoi CTpactTbio yA3BNeHHbII, 
Hocagoi, 3no60i/ ompayeHHbii, 
KongyH pewunca HakOHeu, 
NowmMatb JliopmMuny HeENPeMeHHO. 
Tak JIemMHoca xpoMOu ky3HeL, 
NpusB cynpyxeckui BeHeL 

U3 pyk npenectrHon Lintepen, 
PackuHyn CeTb ee Kpacam, 
OTKpbIB HACMeLUNMBbIM Goram 
Kunpudbl HexHble 3aTen... 


Cxyyan, 6egHaA KHAYKHA 

B npoxnage mpamopHon 6ecenKku 
Cugena Tuxo 6nu3 OKHa 

V ckBO3b KoneGnemble BeETKU 
Cmotpena Ha LiBeTYWIMA nyr. 

Bapyr cnbiwiut — knuyyt: «Munbin apyr!» — 
VU Bugut BepHoro Pycnaxa. 

Ero 4epTbi, noxonKka, CTaH; 

Ho 6negeH OH, B O4aXx TyMaH 

VY Ha Gepzpe xnBan paHa — 

B Hei Cepaue apornyno. «Pycnau! 
Pycnau!.. oH TOUHO!» VW cTpenoro 

K cynpyry nneHHuua neTuT, 

B cnesax, Tpenewia, ropopu’T: 

«Tbl 30@Cb... Tbl PAHEH... YTO C TO6010?» 
Yxe HocTurna, O6HANA: 

O yxxac... npuspak ncyesaerT! 
KHs>KHa B CeTAX; C ee 4ena 

Ha 3emmo wanka ynagaer. 

Xnagpea, CibiLuUUT FPOSHbI KPUK: 
«OHa Moa!» — uv B TOT Ke MYT 
SpuT KonAyHa nepeA oYamn. 
Pa3nanca DeBbi Kankuii CTOH, 
Naget 6e3 4yBCTB — “ QMBHbI COH 
O6ban HECYACTHY!O KPbIIaMN. 


Yto 6yfeT c GegHOIO KHA>KHON! 

O cTpawnHbiii Bug: BONWwebHUK xunbii 
SlackaeT Gep30cTHOoN pyKon 

Mnagpie npenectu Jiogmunt!! 
Yxenu cyactTnus 6yfeT OH? 


A challenge to him? Yes! The midget’s 
_ Face shows cold fear. He quails, he fidgets... 
A louder blare! Back on her head 
The magic cap he puts, and, paling, 
Is off, his beard behind him trailing, 
To meet the fate that lies ahead. 


CANTO THE FIFTH 


How dear my princess is, one bows 
Fore her, to sing her praises anxious: 
She is so tender, unpretentious, 

So faithful to her marriage vows; 
Capricious, yes, but not unduly, 
Which makes her only sweeter, truly. 
Her ways delight us, they endear 
Her to us, leaving us enchanted, 
How to compare her with Delphire 
Who’s so unfeeling, so flint-hearted! 
By fate endowed has been the first. 


With mien and manner most beguiling; ' 


To hear her speak, to see her smiling 
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Uy... BApyr pa3sgaanca pora 3BOH, 
VU KTO-TO Kapny BbI3bIBaeT. 

B cmatenbe, GnegHbIi yaponen 
Ha gesy wanky HagesaerT; 
Tpy6aT onsTb: 3By4Hen, 3By4Hen! 


VU OH neTuT K GE3BECTHON BCTpexve, 


SakuHyB 6opogy 3a nneynu. 
NECHb NATAA 


Ax, KaK MYNa MOS KHA>KHa! 
MuHe HpaB ee BCcero DOpoxe: 
Ona YyBCTBYTeNbHa, CKPOMHA, 
Jiio6Bu cynpyxeckoi BepHa, 


HeMHOXKO BeTpeua... Tak YTO Ke? 


Ewe munee Tem Ona. 
BceyacHo npenectuio HOBO 
YmeeT Hac OHA NNeHNTh; 
Cka>kuTe: MOXHO JIM CpaBHMTb 
Ee c Dlenbdupot cyposon? 
Onno — cypb6a nocnana pap 
O6Bo0poxaTb CepAua “ B30pPbI; 
Ee ynbi6xa, pasroBopbi 
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Makes one’s heart throb, with love athirst. 
Delphire now, spurs and whiskers added, 
Would make a true Hussar. But stay! 

Blest is he who at end of day 

Has a Ludmila waiting for him 

In some lone nook, and from her hears 
That he’s her love, that she adores him. 
And likewise blest is a Delphire’s 

Admirer who is too clear-headed 

To court her long and runs away. 

But let’s not stray too far. Come, say, 

Who was it that the dwarf invited 

So daringly to fight him? Who 

Defiantly the trumpet blew 

And by its sound the villain frightened? — 
Ruslan. Afire with vengeance, he 

Has reached the midget’s castle. See? 
Beneath the palisades he’s halted; 

The trumpet’s sound comes storm- sect loud, 
The steed paws at the snowy ground; 

The prince awaits the dwarf. A bolt of 

What seems like thunder deafens him. 
Acrushing blow! It has descended 
Upon his helmet. Though defended 
By this his head is, ven with om 
Dull sight it is he t ; 
And see 


Bo MHe m106Bu poxgaioT Kap. 7 

A Ta — nog o6xko1 rycap, 

Jluuwib Dante ei ycbI fa winopp!! 

Bnaxen, Koro nog, BeYepoK 

B yeQUHeHHbi yronoK 

Moa Jliogmuna nopxupaet U 

VU papyrom cepa HasoBeT; ( 

Ho, BepbTe MHe, GnaxKeH MU TOT, 

Kro ot Menbdupbi y6eraet 

VU naxe c Hel0 HE3HaKOM. 

fia, Bnpoyem, geno He O Tom! 

Ho kto tpy6un? Kto yaponea 

Ha ceyy rpo3Hy BbI3biBan? ‘ 

KTo kKonAyHa nepenyran? \ 
( 
\ 


Sa | ae | | Same | 


PycnanH. OH, MECTbIO NnameHes, 
Aoctur o6utenn 3anopes. 

YX BUTA3b NOD FrOopoh cTomT, 
MpusbiBHbi4 por, Kak 6yps, BoeT, 
Hetepnenuebii KOHb KMNUT 

VU cHer KONbITOM MOYHbIM poeT. 
Kya3b Kapny «get. BHe3sanHo OH iy 
No wnemy Kpenkomy CTanbHOMy 
Pyxou HeE3spumMoi NopaxeH; 
ples — nogo6Ho rpomy; 
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Sweeps upward; then, appearing o’er 
The prince again and downward swooping, 
He flies straight at him, whereupon 

The latter feints, his rival duping, 

And down the midget falls, straight on 
The well-packed snow, with fear nigh frozen. 
Ruslan dismounts, and, never pausing, 
The space between them neatly cleared, 
Grabs the magician by the beard! 

The captive grunts and strains, and, heaving 
Himself from off the bank of snow, 

Sails skyward with our hero, leaving 

The knight’s astonished steed below. 
They’re ’neath the clouds, Rusian still gripping 
The beard and swinging in the air. 

O’er seas and forests, o’er the bare 

And rugged hills, their summits tipping, 
The dwarf wings, and the stalwart knight, 
Though numb and stiff his hand is growing, 
Holds dogged on. The dwarf is quite 
Used up by now and winded. Slowing 

His progress through the air at length, 
Amazed and awed by Russian strength, 
He turns to our young knight and slyly 
Says to him: «Prince, I’ll do you ill 

No more; in faith, | value highly 

Young valour such as yours and will 
Descend at once — on one condition...» 
«Be silent, dastardly magician!» 

Ruslan exclaims. «|! will not treat 

With my beloved bride’s tormentor, 

Nor into any dealings enter 

With you! This sword — ‘tis only meet — 
Will punish you, and this most surely, 

All of your wiles will serve you poorly! 

Fly to the stars, if you so choose, 

And still your whiskers you will lose!» 

A horrid fear the wizard seizes, 

In vain to free himself he tries, 

The prince’s grip is like a vise, 

He tweaks the beard, and, gleeful, teases 
The-dwarf by plucking out the hairs. 

For two whole days the midget bears 
Ruslan, but on the third, a’quiver 

With fright, he cries: «Have mercy, pray! 
I’ve no breath left at ali. Deliver 

Me from this plight without delay. 

I’m in your hands. Where’er you say 

We will alight.» «Aha, you shiver! 

Well, then, admit you’re overcome 

By Russian strength! And, villain, come, 
To my Ludmila quickly take me!» 

What is old Chernomor to do? 


Ho ToT B3BuNCA Nog OGNaKka; 
Ha mur ucyes — uv CBbICOKa 


Liiymsa neTHT Ha KHA3A CHOBAa. 
NposBopHblii BUTA3Sb OTNeETeN, 

VB CHer C pasmaxa poKoBoro 
KongyH ynan — fa Tam uv cen; 
PycnanH, He roBops HU CnoBa, 

C KOH ZONOHM, K HeMy CnewnT, 
Novman, 3a Gopogy xBarTaerT, 
BonweGxHuk Cunutca, KPAXTUT 

VU sapyr c PycnaHom ynetaet... 
PetuBbii KOHb BOCNeg rnagnuyr; 

yxke KONDYH Nog o6naKkamy; 

Ha 60poge repou BucuT; 

JieTaT Hag, MpayHbiIMN Necamn, 
JleTaT Hag AKKNMN ropamy, 

JletaT Hap, GeE3MHOIO MOPCKON; 

OT HanpsxKeHbA KOCTeHEA, 

PycnaH 3a 6opogy 3snogea 

YnopHou AepxuTCA pyKon. 

Mex Tem, Ha Bo3fyxe cna6ben 

VU cune pyccKon u3ymMaAcb, 
Bonwe6Huk ropgomy Pycnany 
KospapHo monsuT: «Cnywai, KHA3b! 
Te6e BpeAuTb A Nepectany; 
Mnagoe my>xkecTBo 1068, 

Sa6yay Bce, npowy Te6s, 

Cnyutycb — HO TOMbKO C yrOBOPOM...» 
— «Monuy, KoBapHbii yapogen! — 
NpepBan Haw BUTA3Sb,— Cc YepHOMOpoM, 
C myyutenem X*eHbI CBOeN, 

PycnaH He 3HaeT goroBopa! 

Ceii rpo3Hbii Me4 HakaxKeT BOpa. 
JIeTU XOTb MO HOYHOH 3Be3LbI, 

A 6biTb Te6e 6e3 6opospi!» 

Bosr3Hb o6bemneT YepHomopa; 

B nocage, B ropectu HeEMOnM 
HanpacHo AnuHHONK G6opopon 
Yctanbi” Kapna noTpacaeT: 

PycriaH ee He BbINyCckaeT 

Vi wuunnet Bonocb! nopon. 

ipa gHv KongsyH repos HOCHT, 

Ha TpeTuvi OH NOLWaAAbI NpocuT: 

«O pbILliapb, @KaNbCA HAO MHON; 
Ensa Abiwy; HeT Moun Gone; 
OcTaBb MHE XU3Hb, B TBOeH & BONe; 
CKxaxu — CnylWyCcb, Kya BENIMLLIb...» 
— «Tenepb TbI Hall: ara, APOxKnwWb! 
Cmmpucb, NOKOpCTByi pyccKon cune! 
Hecu meus K Moen Jliogamune». 


CmupeHHo BHemneT YepHomop; 
Alomon OH C BYTA3eM NYCTUNCH; 
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Obedience is his rival’s due! 

And so he's off, quite ill and shaken, 

And flying home. Midst hills of ice 

He sets the prince down. In a trice 

Ruslan the Head’s sword raises briskly 

With one strong hand; then, ‘thout delay, 
The other using, grasps the whiskers 

And cuts them off like so much hay. 

«There now,» he tells him, «that will teach you. 
Where is that handsome tuft you prize, 

Your strength and pride, you thieving creature?» 
And to his helm the dwarf’s beard ties. 

He calls his bay who joins him, neighing, 
Into a bag the pasty-faced 

And half-dead wizard stuffs in haste, 

The dancing steed no longer staying, 

And starts uphill. The top. They ride 

Up to the massive palace portal. 

Ruslan — there is no happier mortal — 

In hot impatience steps inside. 

The throng of Moors and slave girls, seeing 
His helm with beard graced, know the knight 
To be the victor and are fleeing 

Before him, fading out of sight 

Like ghosts. Ruslan from hall to hall 

Strides all alone; we hear him call 

To his young spouse — the echo answers... 
Is she not in the necromancer’s 

Great castle, then? The garden door 

He opens wide, all expectation, 

And on walks fast. His eye sweeps o’er 

The empty grounds in agitation. 

All's dead, naught stirs, still are the groves, 
The leafy arbours and the coves; 

The river banks, the slopes — deserted, 
The valleys too... He’s disconcerted, 

For nowhere e’en a trace is there 

Of her he seeks, nor can he hear 

The slightest sound. There passes through him 
A sudden chill, the world grows dark 

About him, and bleak thoughts come to him: 
«Captivity... of grief the mark... 

A moment, and the waves — » These fancies, 
How dismal they! His head hung, he 

Stands like a rock there movelessly... 

His very reason clouds, his senses 

Fail him. He’s all ablaze, he flames; 
Despairing love’s dark poison surges, 

A mighty torrent, in his veins. 

Is’t not his lady who emerges 

From darkness, is’t not she who clings 

To him?.. He roars her name, he flings 
Himself about, and, frenzied, raving, 


Jletut — Ww MUYrOM OYYyTUNCA 
Cpean CBOUX Y>KAaCHbIX rop. 

Torga PycnaH ofHon pyKol1o 

B3an Me4 CpaKeHHOUM FronoBbi 

U, 6opogzy cxBaTuB zApyroi, 

OtTcek ee, Kak TOPCTb TpaBbi. 
«3Haii HaLunx! — MONBUN OH *XeCTOKO,— 
YTO, XMLWHUK, roe TBOA Kpaca? 

Tne cuna?» — wv Ha WAeEM BbICOKNK 
Cepble Bx>xeT BONOCA; 

CBUCTA 30BeET KOHA MXOrO; 
Becenbiii KOHb NETUT VM PXeT; 

Haw BUTA3b Kapny 4yTb KUBOrO 

B KOTOMKy 3a Cegno KnaperT, 

A cam, 608Cb MrHOBeHbA TPaTbI, 
Cnewnt Ha Bepx ropbi KpyTon, 
Mloctur, vc pagocTHon Aywon 
JletuT B BONWeGHbIe NanatTbl. 
Baanv 3as8vgn wnem Opafatpin, 
Sanor no6epb! poKoBoi, 

Npea Hum apanoB 4yAHbIN pon, 
Tonnb! HEBONbHUL, GoAn3NUBbIX, 

Kak npuspakuv, CO BCex CTOPOH 
Beryt — vi CKpbinucb. XOQUT OH 
ODMH CpeAb xpamuH ropgzenusBbix, 
Cynpyry munyto 30BeT — 

JiMwWb 9xO CBOAZOB MONYANUBbIX 
Pycnayy ronoc nomaet; 

B BonHeHbe 4yBCTB HETEPNeNuBbIx 
OH OTBOpAeT ABEPNM B Can — 

Unert, unmet — uv He HaxonnT; 
KpyromM CMYLWeHHbIA B30p O6BOANUT — 
Bcé mMepTso: poujnub! MONAT, 
Beceakn nyctbl; Ha CTDEMHMHaXx, 
Baonb G6eperos pyybs, B DONVHAaX 
Hurge Jiiogmunbi cnegy HeT, 

VU yxo HuYero He BHEMNeT. 
BHesanHbii KHASA xNap OObemnerT, 
B oyax ero TEMHEET CBET, 

B yMe BOSHMKIIM MpayHbi AYMbl... 
«BbiTb MOXET, FOPECTb... NNEH YrPrOMbIii 
Munuyta... BONHbI...» B cux MeYTax 
OH norpyxeH. C HEMO/ TOCKOIO 
NOHUKHYN BUTASb FONOBOIO; 

Ero TOMUT HEBONbHbIN CTpax; 
HeQBuxKum OH, KaK MEPTBbIN KAMEHb; 
Mpauvtca pa3ym; aukvii niaMeHb 
VU aa oTYaAHHON nio6Bu 

YxKe TEKYT B EFO KpoBM. 

Ka3anoCb — TeHb KHA>KHbI NDeKkpacHon 
KocHynacb TpeneTHbIM yCTaM... 

Vi Bapyr, HEVCTOBbIN, yxKaCHbii, 
CTPeMnuTCA BUTASb NO Cagam; 
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|e . At boulders strikes and makes them roll C XONMOB YTECbI OTPbIBaeT, on 
= Downhill, and hacking, mowing, slashing, Bcé pywmut, Bcé KpyluuT MeYoM — me 
f Pavilions to the’ ground sends crashing, Beceaku, pou ynafaior, oe 
e Reduces grove and lea and knoll Aipesa, MOCTbI B BONHAX HbIPAIOT, i - 
he To barren wastes, and tumbles bridges CTenb o6HaxKaeTCA Kpyrom! (om 
ian Into the streams. The distant ridges Alanexo rynbl NOBTOpHIoOT (\ 
3 Send back the clang, the boom, the din; VU pes, Uv Tpeck, “ WyM, UW FpoM; Ki 
laws Rusian’s sword sings and whistles. Grim Nosciogy Mey 3BeHUT UV CBULLIET, (is 
le: The scene is: all is devastation; NpenectHbii kKpaw onycToweH — ‘ 
Insensed and maddened, our young knight BesyMHbii BUTA3b KEPTBb!I MLCT, ~ 
iE A victim seeks; on left and right C pa3maxa BNpaBo, BNeBO OH Me 
Is His sword the air cuts ’thout cessation... NyctTbiHHbIW BO3LYyX pacceKaeT... (8 
tat) Then all at once a chance thrust sends VU Bapyr — HeYasHHbIiA ynap ( 
[3 The midget’s magic headdress fling C KHA>KHbI HEBUANMON COuBaeT (A 
oe From off his captive’s brow; so ends NpowanbHbin YepHomopa sap... (ue 
i The spell cast on her. 'Fore him lying, Bonwe6ctsa BuMur ucyesna cuna: " 
; Enmeshed, Ruslan Ludmila sees. B ceTax OTKpbinaca Jhoamuna! ( 
E: He does not trust his eyes, he is He BepsA CaM CBOUM O4aM, 
sy) O’ercome by happiness, and, falling HeoxKaHHbIM CYaCTbeM YNOeHHbIN, Hs 
ie’) At his bride’s feet, tears up the nets, . Haw BYTA3b NagaeT kK HOraM ie 
i i And with his tears her limp hands wets, Nogpyru BepHon, Hesa6BeHHON, (€ 
mS) And kisses them, her dear name calling. LlenyeT pyku, CeTV pBeT, ({ 
Laon But closed her lips are and her eyes, Jho6Beu, BocTopra Cne3b! JIbeT, 'e, 
| . And sensuous are the dreams she’s seeing SosBeT ee — HO FeBa ApemnerT, (ne 
Ir That make her bosom sink and rise. COMKHYTbI OY VW yCTa, a 
ie Fresh sorrow fills our knight’s whole being; VU cnagoctpactHaar MeuTa % 
ie y What means this sleep? Is she perchance Mnagyto rpyb ee noAbemne§r. i 
i) To be forever in a trance?.. PycnaH c Hee He CBOAMT ras, (Maat 
Th) But hark! — a friend’s voice... ’Tis the Finn, Ero Tep3aeT BHOBb KPY4UHa... (Cs 
iC r\ His councillor, who speaks to him: Ho Bapyr 3HAKOMbI CNbILUMT mac, im 
a) [nac go6ponetenbHoro Munna: ry 
[2 «Take heart, O Prince! Upon your way Ne 
| For home set off with fair Ludmila «My>xaiica, KHa3b! B oO6paTHbIi NyTb as 
7 5 "q And, strength of purpose your heart filling, Crynaii co cnaweto JliogmMunon; 2 
| J) To love and honour faithful stay. HanonHv cepaue HOBOK cunon, i 
a ie) God's bolt will strike, defeating malice; Jii06Bu uv YecTu BepeH Oypb. (er 
Ae You shall know peace, all will be well. He6ecubii rpom Ha 3ano6y rpaHer, Om 
In Kiev, in Viadimir’s palace, V Bouaputca TuWiNnHa — (a) | 
‘ Your bride will wake, free of her spell.» VB cBeTNOM Kuese KH=>KHa i 
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His sword in mad abandon waving, 


Ruslan, much cheered, no longer weary, 
Lifts up his calmly sleeping bride, 

And down a slope we see him guide 

His horse and leave the mountain eyrie. 


The midget to his saddle tied, 
Across a vale, across a forest 
He hurries, by no rival harassed. 
In his arms his love rests, a precious 
And welcome burden. Oh, how fresh is: 
‘He face! The vernal dawn can be 

}more so. ’Gainst her 


Jliogmuny c Bonnem npuspisaer, 


Nepea Bnagumupom BoccTaHet 
OT OYapOBaHHOrO CHa». 


Pycnan, CUM rnacoM OXMBNeHHbIN, 
Bepet B O6bATUA *KeHy, 
Vi Tuxo c Howe AparoWeHHON 
OH ocTaBnseT BbILUUHY © 
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The wind born in the barrens boldly 
Plucks at her silky golden hair. 

She sighs, the roses on her fair 

Y’oung cheeks play. Her beloved’s name 


She whispers; ‘tis her dreams that bring her — 


His image and her heart inflame; 

On her lips love’s avowals linger. 

And he — he’s all fond contemplation 

(The sight of her his spirit cheers) — 

Oh, that sweet smile, those glistening tears, 
That lovely bosom’s agitation!.. 


Meanwhile, by day, by night they journey 
Up hill, down dale, hut still unspanned 
The distance is, still far the land 

Which lo behold Ruslan is yearning. 

The maid sleeps on... Did our young knight, 
By fruitless, unasuaged desire 

Wom — for it seems like years — not tire 
Of guarding her? Did he delight 

In virtuous dreams, immodest longing 
Subduing and in no way wronging 

His drowsy charge? So told are we 

By one, a monk, who put in writing 

The story of the prince, inviting 

Inquisitive posterity 

To profit by’t. And | — | fully 

Believe the annalist, for, truly, 

What’s love unshared? — An irksome thing 
That can but little pleasure bring. 
Ludmila’s sleep did not resemble 

Yours in the least, nymphs of the mead, 
When languid springtime’s call you heed 
And in the cooling shade assemble 

Of leafy trees... | well recall 

That happy day in early summer, 

A tiny glade at evenfall, 

And lovely Lida feigning slumber... 

That kiss of mine, so light, so shy, 

So hurried, young love’s fresh, sweet token, 
Could not awake the maid; unbroken 

It left her sleep... But, reader, why 

Do | talk nonsense? Why this needless 
Remembrance of a love long dead? 
Forgot its joys, its pain, its heedless 

And trying ways. To speak I’m led 

Of those not long from my thoughts gone: 
Ludmila, Chernomor, Ruslan. 


A vale before them spreads; upon it 
Rise clumps of spruces, and a mound 
Looms farther out, its strangely round 
And very dark and gloomy summit 


Vi Ha nnevo 6oratbipa 

JIMLLO CNOKOMHOe CKNOHMNA. 
Bnacamn, CBYTbIMM B KONbLO, 
NycTbiHHbIN BeETEPOK UrpaeT; 
Kak 4aCTO rpyfib ee B3AbixaeT! 
Kak 4acTo TUxoe NULLO 
MrHOBeHHONM posoto nbinaeT! 
Ji060Bb u TavHan MeYTa 
PycnaHos o6pa3 ei npuHocar, 
Vic TOMHbIM LUENOTOM ycTa 
Cynpyra UMS NpoU3HOocaT... 

B 3a6BeHbe CNaDKOM NOBUT OH 
Ee sonweG6Hoe ObixaHbe, 
Ynbibky, CNe3bl, HEX*KHbIN CTOH 
VU COHHbIX NEPCeN BONHOBAHbE... 


Mex Tem no gonam, no ropam 
VU B Genbii DeHb, W NO HOYaM 
Haw BUTA3b eAeT HeNpecTaHHo. 
Ewe panek npesen *enaHHbiii, 
A nesa cnut. Ho tOHblii KHA3b, 
BecnnogHbim NNaMeHeM TOMACh, 
YxeNnb, CTpaganeu, NOCTOAHHbIN, 
Cynpyry TonbKO cTOopo Kun 

Vi B UeNnOMyAPeHHOM MeYTaHbe, 
CmupuB HECKPOMHOe xXeNaHbe, 
Csoe 6naxeHCTBO HaxoAun? 
Mouax, KOTOpbIN COoxpaHun 
NoTomcTBy BepHoe npeAaHbe 

O cnaBHOoM BuTA3se MOeM, 

Hac yBepseT Cmeno B TOM: 

V Bepio a! Bes pasgeneHba 
YHbiInbi, TPPpyObl HaCNaxDeHbA: 
Mbt npAMO CYaCTNUBbI BABOeM. 
NactTywiku, COH KHAKHbI NDenecTHON 
He noxogun Ha Bal CHbI, 
Nopouw TOMUTeNbHON BeCHbI, 

Ha mypase, B TeHN ADeBeCHON. 
A NOMHIO MA@NeHbKUK NyKOK 
Cpenu 6Gepesoson zyOpaBbl, 

A NOMHIO TEMHbIN BEYEPOK, 

A nomMHto Jivfbi COH NyKaBbii... 
Ax, nepsbii nouenyi nio6Bn, 
Hpoxauwn, nerkunv, ToponnuBsin, 
He pa3orHan, Apy3bA MoM, 

Ee apemotpbi Tepnenuvsoi... 

Ho nonHo, a Gontato s3gop! 

K yemy nt06Bu BOCNOMMHaHbe? 
Ee yTexa “4 cTpagaHbe 

Sa6biTbl MHOW C AaBHUX Nop; 
Tenepb BnekyT Moe BHUMaHbe 
KHsaxHa, PycnaH uv YepHomop. 
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Against the bright blue sky outlined. 

Our youthful knight at once divined 

That ‘twas the Head before them showing; 
The steed speeds on, more restive growing; 
Across the plain its great hooves thunder.... 


And lo! — they’re close, they’re nearly there; 


Before them is the nine days’ wonder, 

It fixes them with glassy stare. 

It is a thing repulsive, horrid: 

Its inky hair falls on its forehead; 
Drenched of all life, the hue of lead 

Its face is, while the huge lips, parted, 
And, like the cheeks, of colour bied, 
Disclose clenched teeth; over the Head 
Its hour of doom hangs. Our brave-hearted 
And doughty knight rides up and faces 

Its sightless gaze; the midget graces 

The horse’s rump. «Hail, Head!» Ruslan 
Cries loudly, for the Head to hear him. 
«He who betrayed you is undone! 

Look! Here he is, none now need fear him!» 
These words the Head revivified 

And in it roused new, fresh-born feeling. 
It looked down at them, and, revealing 

All of its anguish, moaned and sighed: 
Our hero it had recognized, 

And at the midget, nostrils swelling, 
"Stared, full of venom undisguised. 

A fiery red its pale cheeks turned, 

And in its death-glazed eyes there burned 
A fury fierce and all-compelling. 

In towering rage, incensed, confused, - 

It gnashed its giant teeth, and stuttered, 
And smothered imprecations muttered, 
And with its slowing tongue abused 

Its hated brother... Hut the pain, 
Prolonged as it had been, was ceasing; 
The dark, flushed face turned pale again, 
And weaker grew the heavy breathing. 

Its eyes rolled back, and soon Ruslan 

And magus knew that all was over: 

A spasm, and the Head was gone. 

The knight rode off at once, much sobered; 
As for the dwarf, he did not dare 

To breathe, and, all his past strength losing, 
To fiends in hell addressed a prayer, 

The language of black magic using. 


Where a small nameless streamlet wound, 
Upon the sloping bank above it, 

By darkeand shaded forest covered, 
There stood, nigh sunk into the ground, 


Npep HumMu CTrenetca paBHuHa, 
Toe env uspeaka B30WNN; 

VU rposHoro xonma Banu 
YepHeeT kpyrnan BepwuHa 
He6ec Ha spKo CuHeBe. 

Pycnay rnagut — uv poraganca, 
YtTo nogbesxaeT kK ronoBe; 
Bpictpee 60p3bii KOHb NOMYAaNcs; 
YK BUDHO 4yf0 v3 4yzeC; 

OxHa PNAQUT HEDBUXKHbIM OKOM; 
Bnacb! ee Kak YepHbii nec, 
Nopocwwuk Ha yene BbICOKOM; 
JlaHutbl *KU3HV AVLWEHbI; 
CBuHuOBOM GNeAHOCTbIO NOKpbiTbl, 
YcTa OFPOMHbIe OTKPbITHI, 
Orpomub! 3y6bI CTECHEHbI... 

Hag nonymMepTBon ronoBolo 
NocneaHui DeHb yx TaroTen. 

K Hem xpa6pbii BUTASb NPUNeTen 
C Jiiogmunon, c Kapnou 3a cnuHow. 
OH KpuMKHyn: «SapaBcTByH, ronoBa! 
A 3necb! Haka3aH TBOM V3MeHHUK! 
Tnagu: BOT OH, 3noge” Hal MNeHHUK!» 
Vi KHASA ropgzble CnoBa 

Ee BHe3sanHo OoxKnBunn, 
Ha mur B Hei 4yBCTBO pas6yznunu, 
Ounynacb 6yfTO OTO CHa, 
BsarnaAvyna, CTpalwiHO 3acTOHasa... 
Y3Hana BUTA3A OHA 

VU 6pata c y»Kacom y3Hana. 
Hapynucb HO3npy; Ha LWeKaXx 
Barposbii orb ele pogunca, 

VU B yMupalolunx rnasax 
NocnegaHui rHes uso6pa3unca. 

B cmaTeHbe, B GeWieHCTBe HEMOM 
Ona 3y6amu cKpexetana 

V 6paty xnaQHbIM ASbIKOM 

Ykop HEBHATHbIU NeneTana... 

YkKe €@ B TOT CaMbI 4ac 
KoHY4anocb gonroe cTpagaHbe: 
Yena MrHOBeHHbIN NNAaMeHb Fac, 
Cna6eno Taxkoe AbIxaHbe, 
OrpoMHbiii 3akaTUNcA B3O0p, 

Vi BcKope KHA3b U YepHOMOp 
Y3penu cmMepTuv comporanbe... 
Ona nownna BeYHbIM CHOM. 

B MONYaHbe BUTHA3b yoanvnca; 
Apoxauynn kapnuk 3a CeANOM 

He cmen Ablwatb, He WeBeNUNcA 
VU YepHOKHYKHbIM ASbIKOM 
YcepAHo femMoHam MONICA. 


Ha CknoHe TeMHbIX 6eperoB 
Kakou-To peykn GesbiIMAHHOW, 


4 KH 


J ge@)* ge 7 sets 


a 


te 


Si 
, 


© 


5 We i Oy 


= 


= 


tT 


= ” 


n” 


1) ae) . SC) 36) i 


= 
= 


ai aie cate G 


- 


7. 


W536) 


Jul 


= 
= = 


- 


=: 
eC =r ee 


? ae 


Ie). we 


a A 
a SSA re SS 


ae) 


—_ 


2 
; Jit ba f 
PAS 


PhS 


7 
ces 
pn ne 


oe 
iy 
re 


a ae 


= 


E 
)) 
Pea) 
m 
i) 
‘a 
ha) 
| y 
Re 
Ki 
) 
j 
a) 
¢ 
P 
se 
es 
a 
, 
R 


ae, rey ie QE Ba @o AE), nk NG 


A run-down hut. Thick pine-trees shaded 
Its roof. The waters, somnolent, 

Licked lazily at a much faded 

And worn-down fence of reeds and went 
With gentle murmur round it snaking; 

The breeze blew softly, only making 

A faint sound... There it was that spread 

A vale, and such was its seelusion, 

It gave one the distinct illusion 

That an unbroken silence had 

Here from the birth of Time been reigning. 
Ruslan now stopped his horse. The waning 
And peaceful night to morn gave way; 

The grove and valley sparkling lay 

«Neath veils of haze. His sleeping bride 
The prince laid on the grass, and, seating 
Himself beside her, close, he sighed 

And looked at her, his young heart beating 
With dulcet hope. Just then a boat’s 
White sail he glimpses, and there floats 

A fisher’s song above the water 

That drowns its gentler voice and softer. 
The man has cast his nets, and, bending 
With zeal and promptness to the oar, 

His humble vessel now is sending 
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B npoxnagHom Cympake necos, 
CToan noHuKWwen xaTbI KpoB, 
TycTbiMu COCHaMNM BeHYaHHbIiA. 
B TeyeHbe MEANeEHHOM peka 
B6nu3sv nneteHb u3 TPOCTHMKa 
BOnHoto COHHOM OMbIBaNa 

VU Bkpyr Hero efBa x*ypYana 
Npu nerkom wyme BeTepka. 
Monuna B Cux MeCTax TaMNacb, 
YeQNHeHHa VU TeMHa; 

VU Tam, Ka3asocb, TULUNHAa 

C Havana Mupa BOLapunacb. 
PycnaH OCTA@HOBMN KOHA. 

Bcé 6biIno THxO, GE3MATEXHO; 
OT paccBeTalouuero AHA 
Donuna c poweto npu6pexHon 
CkBO3b YTPEHHU Cuana AbIM. 
Pycnau Ha yr *KeHy CnaraerT, 
Cagutca 6nu3 Hee, B3fbIxXaeT 
C YHbIHbeM CNagkKUM VU HeEMbIM; 
WV Bapyr oH BugANT nper co6oI0 
Cmupeuubiin napyc venHoKa 

Vi cnbiuuT necHio pbl6aka 

Han TUXOCTpyNHOW peKow. 
PackuHys HeEBOg NO BONHAM, 


Straight for the hut perched on the shore. 
The good prince shades his eyes and watches: 
There now — the boat the green bank touches, 


And from the hut there hurries out . 

A sweet young maid; her hair about 
Her shoulders loosely falls, she’s slender 
And bare of breast, her smile is tender, 
She’s charm itself. The two embrace 
And on the bank sit, taking pleasure 

in one another, in this place, 

And in a quiet hour of leisure. 

But whom to his intense surprise 

Does Prince Ruslan now recognize 

In this young fisherman? Dear Heaven! 
It is Ratmir! Yes, it is he, 

Aman for exploit born, and even 

For fame itself, one of his three 

Sworn rivals, On this halcyon shore 

He turned to fair Ludmila faithless, 

And for his new love’s warm embraces 
Relinquished fame for ever more. 


Ruslan came up to him, astounded; 

The recluse khan his rival knew.. 

Acry, and to the prince he flew 

And joyous threw his arms around him. 
«You here, Ratmir? Lay you no claim 

To greater things?» our hero asked him. 
«Have you found life like ours too tasking 
Thus to reject your knightly fame?» 

«ln truth, Ruslan,» replied the khan, 
«War and its phantom glory bore me, 
Behind me have | left my stormy, 
Tumultuous years. This peace, this calm, 
And love, and pastimes innocent 

Bring me a hundred-fold morc gladness. 
My lust for combat being spent, 

No tribute do | pay to madness; 

Rich am |, friend, in happiness, 

And have all else forgot, yes, even 
Ludmila’s charms.» «I’m glad, God bless 
You for’t, Ratmir, for fate has given 

Her back to me...» «You have your bride 


With you!» amazed, the young khan cried. 
«What luck! | too once longed to free her... 


Where is she, then? I'd like to see her — 
But no! I'll not betray my mate; 
Made mine by a forgiving fate, 


She wrought this change in me, the fervour 


Of eage youth in me revived; 
aC ause | serve her 


Ppi6ak, Ha BeECNa HAKNOHEeHHbIN, 
NnbiBet K necucTbim Geperam, 

K nopory xwKUHb! CMUPeHHON. 

VU BuguT Do6ppii KHA3b Pycnan: 
YenHok Ko 6pery npunnpiBaeT; 
U3 TEMHOM xaTbi BbiIGeraet 
Mnapas feBa; CTpOMHbIK CTaH, 
Bnacbi, He6pexHO pacnylJeHHbl, 
Ynbi6xa, TAXUH B3Op O4eH, 

V rpydb, v nnew O6HaxKeHHbI, 
Bcé muno, BCé nneHseT B HEN. 

Vi Bot OHM, OGHAB Apyr Apyra, 
Capstca y npoxnagHblx Bod, 

U yac GecneyHoro AOCyra 

Ona Hux C m060BbI0 HacTaeT. 

Ho B U3yMNeHbe MONYASIMBOM 
Koro xe B pbiG6ake CyYacTNuBOM 
Haw OHbIN BUTA3Sb y3HaeT? 
Xa3zapcKun xan, v36paHHbi CnaBon, 
Patmup, 8 n:06Bn, B BOMHe KpoBaBon 
Ero conepHnk monopon, 

PaTmup B nycTbine Ge3smMATexHOM 
SJiioamuny, cnasy no3za6pin 

Vi um HaBeku u3MeHUN 

B o6baTuax nopApyru HExHON. 


Fepoi npv6nuxuncsa, 4 BMur 
OTwenbHuK y3HaeT Pycnaxa, 
Bctaet, netut. Pasganca KpUK... 
V o6HsaN KHASb MNagoro xaHa. 
«4TO BUXy A? — CNpocun repon,— 
3ayem Thi 32eCb, 3a4eM OCTaBUN 
Tpesoru xu3Hn 6oeBOnK 

Vi meu, KOTOPbIN ThI NpOCcNaBun?» 

— «Moi gapyr,— oTBeTcTBOBaN pbiGaK,— 
Aywe Hackyyun 6paHHoi cnaBbl 
Nycton uv ru6enbHblA Npuspak. 
NosBepb: HeBUHHbIe 3a6aBbl, 

JI060Bb VW MupHbie AyOpaBbl 

Munee cepauly BO CTO KpaT — 

Tenepb, yrpaTuB xXaxay Opanny, 
Npectan nnatutTb 6e3symcTBy AaHn, 

VU, BepHbIM CYacTuem Gorar, 

SA Bcé 3a6bin, TOBAapVL Munbii, 
Bcé, gqaxe npenecty Jliogmunbl». 
_ ge XaH, | OUCH paa! — 
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For me without regret | spurned; 

lily heart to none of them belonging, 

| left them never to return;. 

| left their merry home, a castle 

That in a shaded forest nestled, 

My sword and helm laid down, and foe 
And fame forgot. ’Twas, my friend, so 
That, peace and solitude embracing, 
A kithless hermit | became, 

And dwell, to no one known by name, 
With her | love...» 


Upon him gazing, 
The shepherdess ne’er left his side; 
Now smiled she sweetly, now she sighed... 
On, on, unseen, the hours went racing. 


Their hearts by friendship warmed, till night 
Set in, o’er all its patterns tracing, 

The fisher sat beside the knight... 

It’s still and dark. The half-moon’s light, 
Pale just at first, is brighter growing. 

Time to he off! A cover throwing 

With gentle hand o’er his young bride, 
Ruslan goes off to mount his steed. 

The khan, bemused, preoccupied, 

In spirit follows him; indeed, 

Good luck in all his daring ventures 

He wishes him and happiness 

And his proud dreams and past adventures 
Recalls with fleeting wistfulness... 


Why is it Fortune has not granted 

My fickle Lyre the right to praise 
Heroic deeds alone? Why can’t | 

Of love and friendship, that these days 
Are out of fashion, chant? A bard 

Of Truth, why must | (God, it’s hard!) 
Denounce spite, venom, vice, am fated 
in my sincere and artless songs 

To bare for those to come the wrongs 
By crafty demons perpetrated? 


Farlaf, Ludmila’s worthless wooer, 
Awretch, still eager to pursue her, 
But all his dreams of glory gone, 

Out in the wilds lived, isolated 

From all mankind and known to none, 
And for Nahina’s coming waited. 

Nor did he, reader, wait in vain: 

For here she is, the ancient dame! 


Ouva BYUHOBHULIeW 6bINa; 

Qua MHE XKU3Hb, OHA MHE pagoctTp! 
Ona MHe BO3BpaTMNa BHOBb 

Moto yrpayeHryio MnagoctTs, 

VU mup, v4 4UncTylo nO6OBb. 
HanpacHo cyacTbe MHe cynunu 
Ycta BONWeG6BHULL MONOAbIX; 
ABevaguatb feB MeHA NnioG6unn: 

A ana Hee NOKUHYN Ux; 

OctTasun Tepem ux Becenbii 

B TeHv xpaHuTenbHbIx Hy6pos; 
CnoxKun v Mey, “ Wem TAXKeNbIN, 
SaG6bin uv CnaBy, “ BparoB. 
OTWENbHUK MUPHbI v Ge3sBecTHbIi, 
Octanca 8 CYacTnuBOn rnywn, 

C To60u, Opyr Munbii, Apyr npenectuHpin, 
C To6ow, cBeT Moen fy!» 


Nactrywka Munas BHYMana 
Apysen oTKpbiTbiIN pasroBop 
VU, yctpemus Ha xaHa B30p, 
VU ynbiG6anacb, v B3fbixana. 


Pbi6ak 1 BUTASb Ha Operax 

fio TeMHOU HOUNW Npocugzenu 

C gywou uv cepauem Ha yctax — 
YacbI HEBUAMMO NeTenn. 
YepuHeert nec, TeMHa ropa; 
Bctaet nyHa — BCcé TUXO CTano; 
Cepoto B NyTb DaBHO nopa. 
Hakubys THxXO NOKpbiBaNo 

Ha pesy cnauwyo, PycnaH 

Vert v Ha KOHA Cagutca; 
SagyM4uuBo Ge3MONnBHbI xaH 
Aywon Bocneg emy CTpemntca, 
Pycnany cyactua, no6en, 

VU cnasbi, v nio6sn x*enaet... 

V DyMb!I ropaAbix, OHbIX NeT 
HeBonbHOou rpycTbio OKNBNAeT... 


Sayem cyfb60i He CyKoeHO 
Moeu HENOCTOAHHON Nupe 
Teponctso BocneBaTb OHO 

Vic Hum (He3sHaembie B Mupe) 
Ji0608b uv Opyx6y cTrapbix net? 
NeyanbHON UCTMHbI NOST, 

Sayem A AOMKeH ANA NOTOMCTBAa 
Nopok u 3no6y O6HaxaTb 

VU Tab! KOSHU BEPpONnoMCcTBa 

B npaBavBbix necHax o6nuyaTtb? 


KH>>KHbI UCKaTeNb HEAOCTOMHbIN, 
OxoTy kK CnaBe noTepsB, 
Huxem He 3HaemblN Dapnad 
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A solemn hour. «You know me, stalwart,» B nyctbiHe DanbHou u CnoKOonHoN 
She says to him. «Now mount, Cxppisanca v Havubi Koa. 
and forward! VU yac TopxecTBeHHbIM HacTan. 
Come after me.» And lo! — with that K Hemy BonweG6HuuUa ABUNACb, 
She turns herself into a cat, Beujaa: «SHaewib nu MeHA? 
And then, the charger saddled, races Crynaii 3a MHO; Cegnai KoHa!» 
Off and away. She’s followed by Vi BefbMa KOWKOM O6patunact; 
Farlaf on horseback. Through the mazes OcegnaH KOHb, OHA NycTUNach; 
Of gloomy forests their paths lie. Tponamuv mpasHbimu pzy6pas 
3a Helo cnenyeT Mapnad. 
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Clad in night’s haze that never lifted, Aonuna Tuxan Apemana, | 
4 The vale lay tranquil, stumber-bound, B HOYHOK OeTAA TyMaH, ed 
And, veiled in mist, the pale moon JlyHa Bo wrne nepe6erana & 
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drifted V3 Ty4W B TyYy “ kypraH 
From cloud to cloud and lit the mound MrHoseHHbim 6neckom osapana. 
With fitful rays. Beneath it seated, Nog Hum B 6e3smonsun PycnaH 
Our hero, staying at her side, Cugen c o6bI4HO!O TOCKOIO 
Kept vigil o’er his sleeping bride. Npeg ycbiInneHHO!o KHADKHOW. 
By tristful thought all but defeated -ny6oxy aAyMy GymMas On, 
The poor prince was; within him Meutpi neTtenu 3a MeYTaMy, 
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crowded 
Dreams, fancies and imaginings; 
Beginning gently to enshroud him, 


Above him hovered sleep’s cool wings. 


His closing eyes upon the sweet 
Young maid he tried to fix, but, feeling 


VU HenpuMmeTHO Bess COH 

Hag, HUM XONODHbIMY_KpbIaMn. 
Ha feBy CMYTHbIMM OYaMn 

B ApemoTe TOMHOM OH B3arnAHyn 
VU, yTOMNeHHO!O rnaBoro 
CKNOHACb K HOraM ee, 3acHyn. 


Unable this to do, sank, reeling, 
By slumber captured, at her feet. 


A dream comes to him, bodeful, gloomy: 

He seems to see Ludmila, his 

Sweet princess, pale-faced and unmoving, 

Pause on the brink of an abyss. 

She vanishes, and he is standing 

Above the dreaded chasm alone, 

And from it comes, the spirit rending, 

A call for help, a piteous moan.... 

"Tis she! He jumps, and flies apace, 

To pierce the darkness vainly straining. 

Through fathomless, night-mantled space, 

And then, at long last, bottom gaining, 

Steps on hard ground... Viadimir’s palace 

Before him towers... He enters. There is 

The old Prince with his grey-haired knights, 

His twelve young sons, his guests, all seated 

At festive tables. No smile lights 

Viadimir’s face. He does not greet him 

And seems as wroth as on the dread 

And well-remembered day of parting. 

All silent stay, no banter starting, 

No talk. But there — is not the dead 

Rogdai among them, his past rival, 

The one that he in battle slew? 

Quite unaware of his arrival, 

A froth-topped goblet of some brew 

He gaily drains. Surprised, Ruslan 

Espies Ratmir, the youthful khan, 

And others, friends and foes, ringed near 
him, © 

The gusli tinkle, old Bayan 

Of deeds heroic chants — to hear him 

Is strange. Farlaf now enters, leading 

Ludmila in. The Prince, receding 

Into himself, his grey head bowed, 

Says not a word. The silent crowd 

Of boyars, princes, knights, concealing 

What so disquiets, so dismays 

And frightens them, quite moveless stays. 

Then, in an instant, all is gone... 

A deathly chill o’er his heart stealing, 

Ruslan now finds himself alone. 

From his eyes tortured tears are flowing, 

Sleep fetters him, he tries to break 

its leaden chains, but fails, and, knowing 

"Tis but a dream, cannot awake. 

Above the hill the moon looms pale; 

Dark are the forests; in the vale 

Dead silence reigns, and there, astride 

His steed, we see the traitor ride. 


VU CHUTCA BELUNH COH reporo: 

On BuanuT, 6yATO 6bi KHAYKHA 

Hap cTpawHon 6e3spHb! rny6uHolo 
CTOuT HeABMxHAa UM 6NegaHa... 

VU sapyr Jiogmuna ucyesaer, 
CrToutT OfMH Hag, 6e3nHON OH... 
SHaKOMbIN rnac, NPUSbIBHbIA CTOH 
U3 tuxor GespHb! BbiNeTaeT... 
PycnaH CTPeMUTCH 3a KeHON; 
Ctpemrnas neTuT BO TbmMe rny6okoi... 
V suant sapyr nepeg co6on: 
Bnagumyp, 8B TpugHuue BbICOKON, 
B kpyry cegbix Goratbipen, 

Mexgay OBeHaguaTbIO CbIHaMn, 

C Tonnolo HasBaHHbix rocTen 
Cunt 3a 6paHbimu cTonamn. 

Vi Tak Ke FHEBeH CTapbiii KHASb, 
Kak B D@Hb YKACHbIN PACCTAaBaHbaA, 
VU Bce cugAT, He WeBeNACh, 


. He cmes nepepBaTb MONYMAaHbA. 


Yrux Becenbii LuyM rocTei, 

He xognt yaa KpyroBaa... 

VU BuguT OH, Cpeau rocrei, 

B 6010 cpaxeHHoro Porgaa: 
YOuTblii, KAK KUBOU, CULT; 

V3 oneHeHHOrO CTakaHa 

On, Becen, MbeT v He rnAgNT 
Ha u3ymMneHHoro Pycnana. 
KHA3b BUAMT U MNagporo xaHa, 
Apy3en uv Hegpyros... uv Bapyr 
Pa3ganca rycnen Gernbii 3ByK 
U ronoc Bewero Basua, 

Nesua repoes u 3a6as. 
BctynaetT B rpugHuuy Papnad, 
Benet OH 3a pyky Jlogmnuny; 
Ho ctapeu, C MecTa He NPMBCTaB, 
Monuut, CKNOHMB rnaBy YHbIly, 
KHa3ba, Gorpe — Bce monua;r, 
Aywesrble ABYXKeHbSA KpOR. 

V Bcé ucye3sno — CMepTHbii xnag 
O6bemneT cnawero repon. 

B ppemoty TskKO nNorpyxeH, 
OH JIbeT MYYUTeENbHbIe CNesbl, 
B BONHEHbE MBbICNUT: STO COH! 
TOMMTCA, HO 3NOBeLIen rpesbi, 
YeBbI, NPeEPBaTb He B CMNax OH. 


JlyHa 4yTb CBETUT Hag Topol; 
O6bATbI POLLY TEMHOTOW, 
Honvna B MepTBOW THWUHe, 
VISMEHHMK efeT Ha KOHE. 


Npeg Hum oTKpbInaca nonsHa; 
OH BYUgYT CympauHbil KypraH; 


A glade and barrow he has sighted; 
Stretched at his love’s feet, on the ground 
Ruslan sleeps, and around the mound 

His stallion walks. Farlaf, much frightened, 
Looks on a’tremble. In the mist 

The witch is lost. No signal sounding, 

The bridle dropping from his fist, 

He rides up closer, his heart pounding, 
And leans across, his broadsword bared, 
To cleave the knight in two prepared 
Without a fight. His presence scenting, 
The stallion whinnies angrily 

And paws the ground. But what’s to be, 
There is, | fear me, no preventing! 

Ruslan hears nothing, for sleep on him 
Weighs heavily, a cruel vise. 

Spurred by the witch, Farlaf’s upon him, 
And plunging deep his sharp steel thrice 
Into his breast, his priceless prey 
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Y Hor Jiiogmunei cnut Pycnan, 

Vi xogut KOHb Kpyrom kKypraHa. 
@Mapnad c Gor3Hnio rnagut; 

B TymMaHe Befbma ucyesaerT, 

B Hem cepaue 3amepno, Apoxur. 
U3 xnagHbix pykK y3Ay POHsAeT. 
TUXOHbKO O6HA>KaeT MEH. 
ToToBach BuTa3a 6e3 Gon 

C pasmaxa HafBoe pacceub... 

K HemMy nogbexan. KoHb repos, 
Bpara noyys, 3aKkunen. 

Sapa uv TONHyN. SHak Hanpacubill! 
PycnaH HE BHEMsIET; COH yYxXaCHbIN, 
Kak rpy3, Hag Hum OTsroTen!.. 
VU3MeHHMK, BEAbMOM OOOApPeHHbIii, 
Tepoto B rpyfb pyKoW npe3speHHoN 
Bou3aeT Tpw>xKAbI XNaGHy CTasib... 

VU muntca 6on3snuBo BAanb 

C cpoeuw po6pnI4en AparoueHHON. 


wy Lifts up and, weak-kneed, rides away. 


The hours flew. Beneath the barrow 
4 The whole night long our hero lay; 
“ 4 The blood from his wounds oozed in narrow, 


& 
Bcto HOub GecuyBcTBeHHbIN PycnaH 7 
Jlexkan BO Mpake nog ropotw. 
Yacbi netenu. KpoBb pekoto 
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Unending streamlets... Dawn arrived, Tekna v3 BOcnaneHHbIx pan. © 

And with its coming he revived, Noytpy, B30p OTKPbIB TYMaHHbIi/, al 

Let out a heavy, muffled groan, Nyckaa Taxkun, cna6bli CTOH, it ™) 
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About him peered, and, vainly trying 
To lift himself and stand, fell prone, 
Like one already dead — or dying. 


CANTO THE SIXTH 


You bid me, O my heart's desire, 
Take up my light and carefree lyre 


C ycusibem NpunogAHANCA OH, 
Barnanyn, NOHMK fFnaBolo GpaHHOn — 
Vi nan HepBM>kKHbIN, Ge3fbIxaHHbIi. 


NECHb LWECTAA 


Tb! MHE BENULUb, O APyr MOU HEXKHbIN, 
Ha nupe nerxon 1 He6pexHON 
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And chant the lays of old, my leisure 
Devoting to a faithful Muse. 

Do you not know, then, that | treasure 
Love’s raptures more and frankly choose 
To spend but little of my time 

With that long cherished lyre of mine, 
That being now at odds with rumour 

And drunk with bliss, I’m in no humour 

To welcome toil or harmony’s 

Sweet, winsome strains... By you | breathe, 
And though loud are fame’s prideful speeches, 
Their sound my ear but faintly reaches, 

Of genius the secret fires 

Are dead; its thoughts are left behind. 
Love, love alone my heart inspires, 

Its wild desires invade my mind. 

But you — you'd have me sing; my stories 
Of loves long past and erstwhile glories 
Appeal to you; you wish to hear 

Of Prince Ruslan and of Ludmila, 

The dwarf, Nahina, Viadimir, 

And to the oid Finn’s woes a willing 

And patient ear are glad to lend. 

The tales | spun would sometimes tend 

To make you feel a trifle sleepy 

Though with a smile you listened e’er. 

At other times | was aware 

How tenderly — this felt | deeply — 

Your loving gaze the singer’s met. 
Enamored babbler, | will let 

My fingers pass over the lazy 

And stubborn strings, and at your feet, 
The minstrel’s customary seat, 

Strum loudly, my young champion praising. 


But where’s Ruslan? Out in the field, 

His blood long cold and long congealed, 
He sprawls, a raven o’er him swooping, 
Upon the grass lie limp and drooping 
The whiskers serving to adorn 

His helm of steel; mute is his horn. 


His golden mane no longer waving, 
Around the prince his mount walks gravely, 
Head lowered; in his once bright eye 

The light has died. Not knowing why 

The prince lies so, he is unwilling 

To play and waits for him to wake. 

In vain! The prince won’t move or take 

The sword up: deep his sleep and chilling. 


And Chernomor? There, in the bag, 
He lies, forgotten by the hag, 


Crapuxub! 6binu HaneBaTb 
VU my3e BepHonW NocBALAaTb 
Yacbi GeCueHHOro AOcCyra... 


Tbi 3HAaCLUb, MUlaA NOApyra: 
Noccopact c BeTpeHOM Monson, } 
Tsou Apyr, GnaxKeHCTBOM YNOeHHbIM, ( | 
3a6bin uv Toya YeAVHeHHbIA, 


VU 3ByKY nupbI Aoporon. 

OT rapmMoHuyeckon 3aG6aBbl 

A, Hero’ ynoeH, OTBbIK... . 
Abituy TO60H — uv ropzon CnaBbt 
HeBHATeEH MHE NpusbiBHbI KNUK! 
MexHa NoKMHyn TanHbiA reHun 

Vi BbIMbICNOB, “ CNagkux YM; : 
Ji060Bb vu Kaxkga HacnaxpeHnn 
OgaHU npecnepytoT MOn ym. cay 
Ho Tbi BENVLb, HO Thi mO6una 
Paccka3bl npex«Hve Mon, 

Npegatbs cnaBb! uv m106Bn; | 
Moi 6oratbipb, mos Jliogmuna, 
Bnagumup, Beabma, YepHomop, 
VU @uduHa BepHbie neyann 

Tsoe MeYTaHbe 3aHumasy; 

Tobi, cnyluaA MOM NerKkun B3gop, 
C ynbi6Kon uHOorfa Apemana; 
Ho uHorfa CBON HeEXxHbIN B3OP ‘ 
He>kHee Ha NeBuia Gpocana... se 
Pewycb; BmO6neHHbI FrOBOpyH, 

KacatoCb BHOBb JICHUBbIX CTPYH; 

CakyCb y HOF TBOUX MW CHOBa 

Bpexyy npo BuTA3A MNagporo. 


Ho 4To ckasan a? [ne Pycnan? 
Jl@kUT OH MePTBbI B YUCTOM None; 
YK KPOBb ero He NbeTCA Gone, | 
Hag HUM NeTaeT *agHbli BpaH, | 
BesrnaceuH por, HeEABMXKHbI NaTbl, 
He weBenntca wnem KocmatTpin! 


Boxpyr PycnaHa XOQMUT KOHb, 
NoxwukHys ropgson ronosoww, 

B ero rnazgax ucye3 oroHb! 

He MaweT rpuvBou 30noTOW, 

He TewuTcA, He CKAaYeT OH, 

VU >«geT, Koroa PycnaH BOCcnpsHeT... 
Ho KHA3A KDeNoK »uIaAHbI COH, { 
VU gonro uWyWT ero He rpsHerT. 


A YepHomop? OH 3a Cegznom, 
B KOTOMKe, BE AbMO10 3a6bITbIi, 
Ewe He 3HaeT HM O 4eN; 


And knowing naught, his grudges nurses; 
Worn, sleepy, bored to tears, he curses 


My youthful hero and his bride... 
Then, not a sound his ears assailing 
For hours on end, he peeps outside — 
A miracle, no less! Words fail him. 
For in a pool of blood the knight 
Lies dead, and no one is in sight; 
Ludmila’s gone, the field’s deserted. 
The wizard crows in joy. «I'm free!» 
He cries. «All danger is averted.» 
But he is wrong, as we shall see. 
Farlaf, by old Nahina aided, 

On horseback makes for Kiev; he 

Is full of hope and fear. The maiden 
Across the saddle lies asleep. 
Ahead, the Dnieper, cold and deep, 
Already shows, its waters flowing 
Mid native leas; the city’s glowing 


Gold domes and wooden walls draw near. 


Here is the gate! The townsfolk cheer, 
And mill about, excitement mounting. 
Word to the Prince is sent. Before 

The eyes of all, at palace door 

We see the knavish youth dismounting. 
Meanwhile, Vladimir, called Bright Sun, 
Was in his lofty terem sitting, 

And, filled with sorrow unremitting, 

On his loss brooding. Round him, glum, 
His knights and boyars sat, a pompous, 
Stone-visaged lot. A sudden rumpus 

Is heard without: yells, shouts, a din; 
The portal opes. A knight comes in. 
Who can he be? Why the intrusion? 

All rise. A murmur fills the room, 

Grows louder. General confusion. 
ludmila rescued! And by whom! — 
Farlaf, of all men! Strange! The Prince, 
Changed wholly now of countenance, 


Starts from his chair and, heavy-footed, 


Hastes to his long-lost daughter’s side. 
He touches her; she stirs not; muted 
Her breathing is. Ruslan’s young bride 
Rests in the killer’s arms unfeeling, 
The hands of magic her lips sealing, 

Its powers holding her spellbound. 

His men the aged Prince watch dully 
As, anxious-eyed and melancholy, 
Farlaf he queries, though no sound 


Escapes him. «Aye, the maiden sleeps,» 


A finger holding to his lips, 
Without a qualm, Farlaf says slyly. 
«! found her, Prince, held by a wily 
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YcTanbi, COHHBIN UW CepgaMTbIn 
KHaxKHY, repoA MOero 

Bpanun oT ckyKku MonyanuBo; 

He cnbiwa gonro Huyero, 
Bonwe6uHuk BbirnaAHyn — o puso! 
On Bugnt: Goratbipb y6ur; 

B kposu noTonneHHbin nexKuT; 
JOAMMUNbI HET, BCE NyCTO B None; 
Snogfenu oT pagoctu ApoxKUT 

VU MHuT: CBEPLUMNOCh, A Ha Bone! 
Ho ctrappii Kapna 6bin He npaB. 


Mex Tem, HanHoi OCeHeHHbIN, 

C Jiogmunon, TAxo yCbiInneHHON, 
Ctpemutca K Kuesy Mapnad: 
JletutT, Hagex*abt, cTpaxa NonHbiiA; 
Npeg HUM yKe AHENPOBCKN BONHbI 
B 3HaKOMbIX NaxKUTAX LUYMAT; 

YK BUAUT 3naTOBepxuid rpag; 

Yxe Mapnad no rpapy muutca, 

VU wym Ha CTOrHax BOCCTaeT; 

B BONHeHbe PagZOCTHOM Hapog, 
Banut 3a BCAQHUKOM, TECHUTCH; 
Beryt o6paygosatb oTua: 

VU BOT V3MeEHHUK Y KPbINbUa. 
Bnaya B fywe neyann 6pema, 
Bnagumup-CconHbiwko B TO BpeMA 
B BbICOKOM TepemMe CBOEM 

Cugen, TOMACb NPUBbINHOU AYMON. 
Bospe, BUTA3N Kpyrom 

Cugenv C BaxkHOCTbIO yrplomol. 
Bapyr BHeEMNeT OH: NepeA KPbINbLIOM 
BonHeHbe, KPuvku, WYM 4yeCHbIn; 
Hpepb oTBopunach; nepeg HUM 
ABMICA BOUH HEM3SBECTHbIN; 

Bce sBcTanu C WeNOTOM rnyxum 

VU Bapyr cmyTunnch, 3aWwymenn: 
«Jliogmuna 3gecb! Papnad... yeenu?» 
B nuue neyanbHOM U3MeHACh, 
Bctaet Co cTyna cTapbii KHA3b, 
Cnewnut Ts>kKenbiIMY WwaramMu 

K HeCuacTHONM BOYepy CBOeN, 
NogxoguT; oTuuMNM pyKamMn 

OH xOYeT NPUKOCHYTbCA K Hen; 

Ho fesa Muna He BHEMNeT 

Vi oyapoBaHHasr ApemnerT 

B pykax y6uiiub!l — BCce rnagaT 

Ha KHA3A B CMYTHOM OxKUaHbe; 

Vi ctapeu, 6ecnokonHEili Barnag 
Bnepun Ha BUTA3A B MONNaHbe. 
Ho, xuTpo nepcT kK ycTamM NpwxaB, 
«Jliopmuna cnut,— ckasan Dapnad,— 
A Tak Hawen ee HeEfaBHO 
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And wicked goblin captive in 

A Murom forest. Bound to win 
Was valour, and it did. We battled 
For three long days. Above us two 


The moon rose thrice; then all was settled: 


He fell. The sleeping maid to you 


| rushed to bring from that forsaken 
And lonely spot. When she’s to waken 


And with whose help is only known 


To fate, whose ways are dark. Alone 


Hope, yes, and patient meditation 
Can offer us some consolation.» 


Throughout the town there flew ere long 
The fateful news, all hearts distressing. 
The square filled with a seething throng 
Of townsfolk, toward the palace pressing. 


A house of grief, it opes its doors 


To all, and there the crowd now pours 
To see the youthful princess sleeping 

On a raised couch clothed in brocade, 
The knights and princes o’er the maid 


With sombre faces vigil keeping. 


Horns, tympans, gusli, tambourines 
And trumpets sound. The Prince, grief-worn, 
His grey head ’gainst his child’s feet leans 


With silent tears. Beside him, torn 


By mute remorse, dismay, self-pity, 
Farlaf stands trembling, white of face, 
His brashness gone without a trace. 


Soon darkness fell, but in the city 


None closed an eye, and all throughout 
The night discussed, grouped near their houses, 


How it could all have come about, 
Some husbands lingering without 


And quite forgetting their young spouses. 
But when the twin-horned moon on high 


B nycTbIHHbIX MyPOMCKUXx Necax 
Y 3noro newero B pyKax; 

Tam COBepwuMNnocb DeENo CnaBHoO; 
Tpv AHA Mbt Gunncs; nyHa 

Hag 6oem Tpwxkab! NOAbIMaNnac; 
OH nan, a tOHan KHAKHA 

Mue B pykM COHHO!O AOCTanacb; 
VU kTo npepBeT Cen QUBHbIN COH? 
Korga HacTaHeT npo6byxneHbe? 
He 3Hato — CKpbIT Cyfb6b! 3aKOH! 
A Ham Hapexfa uv TepneHbe 
OgHU OCTanucb B yTeWeHbe». 


Vi BcKope C BeECTbIO pOKOBON 
Monsa no rpagy nonetena; 
Hapoga nectpoto Tonnon 
Fpagckaa nnowab 3akunena; 
NeyanbHbii TepemM BCEM OTKPBbIT; 
Torna BONHyeTCA, BANUT 

Tyaa, rae Ha Ope BbICOKOM, 

Ha onenne napyeBom 

KHs>KHa N@X*KUT BO CHe rnyOoKomM; 
KHASbA VM BUTASM KpyroM 

CTOAT YHbINbI; PNacb! TOY6HbI, 
Pora, TumMnauHbi, rycnu, 6yGHb! 
[pemaT Hag, HelO; CTapbiii KHASb, 
TOcKonu TAKENON U3HYPACh, 

K Horam JliogmMunbl Cenvnamu 


Npuxnuk c 6esmMonBHbIMN Cnesamyu; 


VU 6nepHbIA 6nus Hero Dapnad 
B HeMOM packashbe, B ZOCafZe 
TpenewerT, Qepsoctb noTepsB. 


Hactana HOub. HuKTO Bo rpafe 
Oyen GeECCOHHbIX HE CMbIKaN; 


Lyma, TECHUNMCb BCe Apyr K Apyry; 


O 4yge BCAKNU TONKOBAaN; 


Pare ate hte are Te ate hee 
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Met dawn, its bright rays slowly paling, 
There rose throughout a hue and cry, 

A din, a clang of arms, a wailing. 

A new alarm! And, shaken, all 

Come scrambling up the city wall. 

A mist the river cloaks. Beyond it 

They see white tents, the glint of shields, 
Dust raised by horsemen in the fields, 
And moving carts: they are surrounded; 
Up on the hilltops campfires flame.... 
To such scenes Kiev is no stranger; 

It’s clear the city is in danger, 

The Pechenegs attack again! 


While this went on, the Finn, a seer 
And ruler of the spirits, waited, 
Withdrawn from all the world, to hear 
Of happenings anticipated, 

Foreseen by him... Calm, tranquil he: 
What is ordained is bound to be. 


Deep in the steppe, sun-parched and soundless, 


Beyond a chain of hills, the boundless 


Realm of wild gales and windstorms, where 


The aweless witch will scarcely dare 
To walk with the approach of evening, 
A vale lies hid that boasts two springs: 


One leaps o’er stones and plays and sings, 


For it is rich in water living; 

The other o’er the valley bed 

Flows sluggishly, its waters dead. 

All’s silence here, no breezes blowing 
That coolness bring; no busy bird 

To chatter or to sing is heard; 

No age-old pines on sand dunes growing 
Are seen to stir; no fawn, no deer 
Drinks of these waters. It is here 

On guard two spirits have been standing 
Since Time began, the fear commanding 
Of all. Before them now the Finn 
Appears, two jugs, both empty, bearing; 
Their trance is broken, and from him 
They fiee, to other parts repairing. 

He fills the vessels with the pure, 

Sweet water ‘fore him softly streaming, 
And then is off, to vanish seeming 

Into thin air. A second or 

Two seconds pass, and in the vale 
Where, motionless and deathly pale, 
Ruslan lies, he now stands. First he 


Dead water o’er the knight sprays, causing 


The gaping wounds to heal and rosy 
The grey lips turning suddenly; 


Mnagoiu cynpyr ceo cynpyry 
B cBeTnuue CKpOMHON 3aG6biBan. 
Ho TONbKO CBeT NYHb! AByporon 
Ucyes npeg yrpeHHen 3apen, 
Becb KuesB HOBO!O TpeBoron 
Cmytunca. Knuku, WyM uv BOW 
BosHuknu Bciony. Kuesnave 
Tonnatca Ha Creve rpagCkoh... 
VU BUgAT: B YTDeEHHEM TYMaHe 
LUiatpbi GeneroT 3a peKow; 
Liutbi, Kak 3apeBo, GnucrTaioT, 
B nonax HaeSAHUKW MenbKaloT, 
Baanu nopbemna YepHbii npax; 
Uyt noxoguble tenery, 
KocTpbi nbinatoT Ha xonMax. 
Bena: socctanu neyereru! 


Ho B STO Bpema BEL Dun, 
Oyxos Mory4vii BnacTenuH, 

B cBoen nycTbiHe GesmATexXHONU 

C cnokoivHbim Cepaliem oxKugan, 
4T06 DeHb CyAbOuUHbI HeEn3s6e>*KHON, 
AasHo npeszBugeHHbIN, BOCCTaN. 


B HeMOM rnyluM cTenei roprounx, 
3a DanbHOM WenbiO ANKUx Trop, 
Kunvuiya BeTpos, 6ypb rpemyyux, 
Kya 1 BeAbMbI CMenbIi B30p 
NpouuktyTb B NO3sAHNi Yac GonTca, 
Hlonvka 4yfaHaa Tavtca, 

UB TOW FONMHe OBa KONA: 

OguH TeYyeT BONHOM KNBOr, 

No KaMHaM Beceno x*ypya, 

ToT NbeTCA MepTBOIO BOAO!0; 

Kpyrom BCé TUXO, BeTPbI CNAT, 
Npoxnaga BeLUHAA He BeeT, 

CTONeTHY COCHbI HE LUYMAT, 

He BbIOTCA NTULUbI, NAHb HE CMeeT 

B Kap NeETHMU NUTb U3 TAaMHbIX BOD; 
Yeta nyxoB c Hayana Mupa, 
Be3monsHas Ha NOHe MuUpa, 
Hpemyyuii Geper cTrepexer... 

C aBymMa KyBLUMHaMN NyCTbIMV 
NpevActan oTWeNbHUYK NepeA HYMN; 
Npepsanu pyxv WaBHUi COH 

VU yoanunncs, cTpaxa nonHbl. 
CKnoHuBluNcb, norpyxKaeT OH 

Cocygb! B DEBCTBEHHbIe BOSIHbI; 
Hanonuun, B Bosgyxe nponan 

Vi ouyTusica B Ba MrHOBeHbA 

B nonuue, roe PycnaH nexan 

B Kposy, GesrnacHbii, 6e3 DBYKEHbA; 
VU cTan Hag pbiuapem cTapuk, 
V BcnpbicHyn MepTBolo BOsO10, 
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With living water then he sprays 

The comely but still lifeless face — 

And death is vanquished, gone its rigor; 
Ruslan, full of fresh strength and vigour, 
Stands up; life courses in his veins, 

The past a ghastly dream remains 
Behind him, dim... O’erjoyed, he faces 
The rising day that ‘fore him blazes. 


But he’s alone... Where’s his young bride?.. 


Of fear a tremor passes through him; 
Then his heart leaps, for at his side 

He sees the Finn who now says to him: 
«It’s as Fate wills. Bliss is in store 

For you, my son, but not before 

A bloody feast you’ll have attended 
And with your sword put down the foe. 


You'll see your bride and gladness know, 


Once peace on Kiev has descended. 
Here is a ring for you. Her brow 


Touch with it, and from sleep she’ll waken. 


The very sight of you, | vow, 


Will leave your foes confused and shaken 


And put the lot of them to flight. 
Then will maliciousness and spite, 
My friend, and all things evil perish. 
Be worthy of your love and cherish 
Your bride, Ruslan... And goodbye... 
Beyond the grave will you and | 


Meet, not before.» With this he vanished, 
And Prince Ruslan, all his fears banished, 


O’erjoyed to be to life restored, 


Stands with his arms stretched out toward 


His friend... Alas! The grassy lea is 
Deserted quite save for the bay 


(The dwarf’s still in the bag) who whinnies 


And rears and shakes his mane. Away 
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VU paHb! sacuann Bun, 

VU Tpyn 4yfecHon KpacoToto 
Npousen; Tora BOAO *UBOIO 
Tepos cTapeu oKponun, 

VU 6ognpbii, NONHbIN HOBbIX Cun, 
Tpeneija *Vv3HbIO MONOAOW, 
Bctaet Pycnan, Ha ACHbINA DeHb 
Ouamuv XagHbimn B3vpaerT, 

Kak 6e306pasHbiii COH, Kak TeHb, 
Npea HUM MUHyBWwee MeNbKaeT. 
Ho roe Jiiogmuna? OH ofun! 

B Hem CepaAue, BCNbIXHyB, 3amMNpaeT. 
Bapyr BuTA3b BCNpsAHyn; BeLuMM DUH 
Ero 30B8eT uv O6HUMAaeT: 

«Cypb6a cBepwinnacb, O MOM CbIH! 
Te6a 6naxKeHCTBO OxKUgaeT; 

Te6s 30BeT KpOBaBbiii Nup; 

Tsou rposHbiA Mey Gegoro rpAHeT; 
Ha Kues CHugeT KPOTKNA Mp, 

V tam oHa Te6e npegcTaHerT. 
Bo3bMiu 3aBeTHOE KONbLO, 
Kocuuca uM Yena JiOAMuUsbl, 


-V TavHbIx Yap UCYeSHyT CMNbI, 


Bparos cmyTuT TBOe NuuO, 
HactaHetT mup, noru6HeT 3no6a. 
HloctowHbi cyactba GypbTe o6a! 
Npoctu Hagonro, BUTA3b MO! ~ 
lai pyky... Tam, 3a QBepbio rpo6a — 
He npexne — cBvgumca c To6on!» 
Cxas3an, ucyesHyn. YNOeHHbIN 
BoctToproM NbIsIKMM MV HEMbIM, 
Pycnau, 2na «Ku3HY NpOO6yxXDeHHbIN, 
NogbemneT pykuv Bcnesz 3a HMM... 
Ho Huuero He CAbILUHO Sone! 
PycnaH OMUH B NYCTbIHHOM None; 
SanpbiraB, C Kapnonw 3a cepznom, 
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The prince now makes to go, and, springing 
Into the saddle, grips the reins. 

He’s hale and sound. Across the plains 

And woods we see him boldly winging. 


And what of Kiev, by the foe 
Beleaguered?.. There, filled with suspense, 
High on its walls and battlements, 

The townsfolk crowd. The fields below 
Surveying fearfully, they wait 

God’s smiting hand, the hand of fate. 
Subdued laments come from the houses; 
No sound the fear-hushed byways rouses. 
Beside his child in earnest prayer 
Viadimir kneels, plunged deep in sorrow. 
His knights and noblemen and their 

Great warrior-host for war prepare: 

The bloody fray’s set for the morrow! 


Dawn broke, and down the hills the foes 
Poured, armed with swords and spears and bows; 
They surged relentless, never slowing, . 

Wave upon wave across the plains 

And toward the city walls came flowing. 

The Kiev trumpets started blowing, 

And out its men rushed, with the chains 
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PycnaHoB KOHb HeTepnenueBbin uv: 
BexuT uv pxeT, Maxan rpuBon; 
YX KHASb FOTOB, YK OH BEPXOM, 
YX OH NETUT KUBOU VU 30paBbin 
Yepes nona, yepes ny6paBbl. 


Ho mexgy TeM Kako nNo3s0p 
ABnaAeT KneB OCaxAeEHHbIN? 
Tam, YCTPeEMMB 3a HuBbI B3Op, 
Hapog, YHbIHbeM NOpaxKeHHbii, 
Cronut Ha 6awHaAXx “ CTeHaXx 

Vi B CTpaxe «eT HEGeCHOW Ka3sHy; | 
CTeHaHbs pobkue B D0Max, ‘ar 
Ha cTorHax THWMHa 60An3Hu; rf 
Ogun, 6nuv3 poYepy cBoe;n, 
Bnagumup B ropectHoh monutTBe; 
VU xpa6pbii CoHm GoraTbipen 
C APyKNHONW BeEpHoOlO KHA38eN 
[oToButca K KpoBason GuTBe. 


Vi neHb Hactan. Tonnbi Bparos 
C 3apelo ABMHYyNUCb C XONMOB; 
Heykpotumbie Opy>xuHbi, 
Bonuyscb, XnbIHyNN C paBHUHbI 
VU noteknu kK cTeHe rpagcKon; 
Bo rpage Tpy6b! sarpemeny, 


Of the attackers boldly clashing. 

The fray begins! In sudden fear, 

As death they scent, steeds neigh and rear; 
The riders,. forward headlong dashing, 

In battle meet, their steel swords flashing. 
Sent forth in clouds, the arrows hum; 

The fields turn red; with blood they run. 

A man who’s lost his war-horse faces 

A horseman: which of them will smite 

The other first? In wild-eyed fright 

Across the field a charger races. 

Death. Cries for help and battle-calls. 

A Pecheneg, a Russian falls. 

One’s by an arrow pierced swift-flying; 
Another’s maced, his groan unheard; 

A foeman’s shield has crushed a third, 

And, trampled on, he lies there, dying. 

The fray went on till dark set in, 

But neither warring side could win... 

The slain in mounds lay; blood flowed freely; 
Sleep claimed the living, all concealing 
From their sight. Through the fearful night's 
Long hours the wounded moaned in pain, 
And one could hear the Russian knights 

To their God pray and speak His name. 


But paler turned the shade of morn, 

And in the swiftly-flowing river 

The rippling waves seemed made of silver: 

Day, thickly cloaked in mist, was born. 

The hills and forests slowly brightened; 

The skies, by sun their blueness heightened, 

Broke free of sleep... Yet moveless still 

The battlefield remained until 

The hostile camp awoke abruptly, 

A challenge followed the alarm, 

And warfare once again erupting, 

Old Kiev lost its short-lived calm. 

All rush to watch the scene below 

And see a knight in flaming mail 

Through ranks of foemen blaze a trail, 

See him descend on them and mow 

Them boldly down — see his sword flash 

And thrust and stab and cut and slash... 

It was Ruslan. The dwarf behind him, 

His horn triumphantly he blows 

And like a thunderbolt the foes 

Strikes down; where’er it is we find him 

Borne by his steed, the infidels 

Row upon row he vengeful! fells, 

And awing the enthralled beholders, 

With whistling sword parts heads from 
shoulders... 


Boitub! COMKHYNNCb, NnoneTenu 
Hasctpeyy patuv yfanon, 

Cownucb — uv 3aBapunca Gon. 
Nouya CMepTb, B3biIrpann KOH, 
Nowsnu cry¥aTb Meun O GpOHn; 

Co CBUCTOM TyY¥a CTpen B3BUNAaCb, 
PasBHuka KpOBbiO 3anunacb; 
CTpemrnas Hae3GHuku NOMYaNNCh, 
Apyxuub! KOHHbIe CMeWannch; 
ComkHyTonW, APyxKHO!IO CTeHOM 

Tam py6utca co cTpoem cTpon; 
Co BCaQHVKOM Tam Newui Gpetca; 
TaM KOHb UCnyraHHbin HECeTCH; 
Tam Knuku 6uTBbI, Tam noGer; 

Tam pycckui nan, Tam nevexrer; 
ToT onpokunyt 6ynasow; 

ToT nerkou nopaxeH CTpenoio; 
Apyrov, npugaBnexHbin wuTOM, 
PactontaH 6@€WeHbIM KOHeM... 

VU panunca 60” 10 TeMHOK HOU; 
Hu spar, HY Haw He ofonen! 

3a rpyaamn KpoBaBbix Ten 

Bovis! COMKHYNU TOMHbI ON, 

V kpenok 6bIn ux 6paHHblii COH; 
JivuwWb u3peaka Ha None 6utTBb! 
Bbin CnbILUeH NaALWUX CKOPGHbI CTOH 
VU pycckxux BuTasei MONMTBHI. 


Bnegvena yTpeHHAA TeHb, 

BonHa cpe6punaca B noToKe, 
ComuHuTenbHbl poxKgasica MeHb 

Ha OTYMa@HeEHHOM BOCTOKe. 

SAcHenu xonmb! uv neca, 

U npocbinanuch He6eca. 

Ewe 8 6e3geVcTBeHHOM noKoe 
Aipemano none 6oesoe; 

Bapyr CoH npepBanca: BpaxKni CTaH 
C Tpesoro/ WyMHOlo BOCNpsAHyn, 
BHesanubin KPUK Cp@KeHU FpAHyN; 
Cmytunocb cepaue KNeBnaAH; 
BeryT HecTponmHbimu Tonnamu 

VU BuaatT: B none mex Bparamn, 
Bnuctaa B natax, Kak B OFHe, 
YyeCHbIA BOMH Ha KOHE 

Tpo3son Hecetca, KoneT, py6uT, 

B pesyuwii por, netan, TpyOut... 
To 6bin PycnaH. Kax 60>xnii rpom, 
Hau BUTA3Sb Nan Ha GacypmManHa; 
OH pbiLUeT C Kapnon 3a CeAnom 
Cpegu vucnyraHHoro CrTaHa. 

[oe HY NPOCBULUeT FpO3HbI Mey, 
Tae KOHb CepgautTbii” HY NpOMUNTCA, 
Bese rasp! cnetatoT c nney 
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Where’er he passes, bodies strew 

The battieground, crushed, headless, dying, 
With spears and arrows near them lying 
And heaps of armour. Then, anew 

The trumpet’s battle call remorseless 
Sounds, and behold! — the Slavic forces 
To join Ruslan on horseback fly. 

A fierce fray follows... Pagan, die! 

The Pechenegs, those savage raiders, 
Round up their scattered horses and 

In panic flee. The feared invaders 

Of Russ, they can no more withstand 

The Slavs’ attack; their wild yells carry 
Over the dusty field; their hordes, 

Cut down by Kiev’s smiting swords, 

The fires of the inferno face... 

Kiev exults... And now our daring 

Young prince — his horse he sits with grace — 
On through its gate rides, proudly bearing 
His sword of victory; his lance 

Shines star-like, drawing every glance; 
The blood is seen to trickle down 

His heavy mail of bronze, he’s wearing 

A helm whose top the whiskers crown 

Of Chernomor. And all about him 

There’s noise and gaiety and shouting. 
The very air with his name rings... 

Toward the Prince’s house on wings 

Of hope he flies, and goes inside. 

Here now’s the silent chamber where 
Sleeps fair Ludmila; at her side 

Her father stands, deep lines of care 
Etched on his face. There’s no one near him, 
No friend to comfort or to cheer him, 

For they have all gone off to war... 

Farlaf, alone the call of duty 

Denying, at the chamber door 

Inept vigil; in him deeply rooted 

Was an aversion for things martial, 

To calm and comfort he was partial, 

And very much so. Seeing who 

Was there before him, he surrendered 

To fear; his blood froze; speechless rendered, 
On to his knees he fell... He knew 

That retribution was his due, 

That he was doomed. Ruslan, however, 
The magic ring just then recalled 

And, faithful to his love as ever, 

Her pale brow touched with it. Behold! — 
She oped her eyes and sighed in wonder: 
Night had been !ong, too long... It seemed 
That she was still entranced, still under 
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Vc Bonnem CTpoi Ha CTPOKM BanuTcA; 
B OHO MrHOoBeHbe OpaHHbiit nyr 
Noxpbit xonMaMmy Ten KpOBaBbIx, 
DKUBbIX, PasgaBneHHbix; GesrnaBbix, 
Tpomafou konui, ctpen, KonbYyr. 
Ha Tpy6Hbli 3Byk, Ha ronoc 60a 
Apyxunb! KOHHbIe CNaBAH 
Nomyanucb no cnenam repos, 
Cpasunuce... rv6Hu, GacypMan! 
O6bemnerT yxxac neyeHeros; 
NUTOMLbI 6ypHbie HaGeroB 

SOBYyT PACCeEAHHbIX KOHEM, 
Npotusuteca He CmeroT Gone 

Vc auKkum BonneM B NbINbHOM None 
Beryt OT KneBcKux Meyer, 
O6peyeubi Ha KepTBy azy; 

Ux COHMbi pyCCKU Mey Ka3HMuT; 
Jluxyet Kues... Ho no rpagy 
Moryuun 6oratbipb netuT; 

B mecHuue Dep xuT Mey nobeAHbIii; 
Konbe cuset, Kak 3Be3fa; 

CTpyuTca KpOBb C KONbYyru MeAHON; 
Ha wneme BbeTcs Gopogna; 

JleTuT, Hagex*Qon OKpuneHHbiii, 

No cTorHaM WYMHbIM B KHAKU OM. 
Hapog, BOCTOproM ynoeHHbiii, 
Tonnutca c KnuKamu KpyroM, 

V KHA3A pagocTb OxKuBUNa. 

B 6e3MONBHbIN TEePEM BXOAMT OH, 
Toe ApemneT 4yQHbIM CHOM Jiogmuna; 
Bnagumup, 8B ayy norpyxeH, 

Y Hor ee CTOAN yHbINbIN. 

Ou G6bin OgMH. Ero npy3en 

BovtHa Bnekna B Nona” KpoBaBbl. 

Ho c Hum Mapnad, yykgancb cnaBbl, 
Baanu oT Bpaxeckux Meyen, 

B aywe npe3spes tTpesornu cTanHa, 
Croan Ha CTpaxe y nBepen. 

Ensa 3nogen y3Han Pycnana, 

B HeM KpOBb OCTbINIa, B30p Nnorac, 

B ycTax OTKpbITbIX 3amep rnac, 

VU nan 6€3 4yBCTB OH Ha KONeHA... 
AlocToWHON Ka3sHu *DeT U3sMeHa! 
Ho, NOMHA TaiHbI Dap Kkonbua, 
PycnayH netut kK Jiogmune cnawen, 
Ee cnokowHoro nuua 

KacaeTca pyKon Apoxawei... 

Vi 4yo: 10OHaA KHSDKHA, 

Bs3goxnHysB, OTKpbina CBeTnbI oun! 
Kasanocb, 6yaTo 6bi oHa 

Alusunaca cTonb Zonron HON; 
Ka3anocb, YTO KaKO/-TO COH 

Ee TOMUN MeEYTOK HEACHON, 


The spell of something she had dreamed. 
And then her vision cleared — she knew him! 


And fell into his arms, and to him 
Clung lovingly. By joy made numb, 


He saw naught, heard naught, his heart raced... 


And Prince Vladimir, overcome, 
Wept as his dear ones he embraced. 


You will have guessed, and without fail, 
How ends my all too drawn-out tale. 
Flown was Viadimir’s wrath ungrounded; 
Farlaf confessed his guilt; Ruslan, 

So happy was he, in him found it 

All to forgive; the dwarf, undone, 

His powers lost, was added to 
Vladimir-Bright Sun’s retinue; 

To mark an end to tribulation 

A sumptuous feast of celebration 

The Prince held in his chamber high, 
By friends and family surrounded. 


The ways and deeds of days gone by, 
A narrative on legend founded. 
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VU sapyr y3Hana — 9TO OH! 

VU KHA3b B OObATUAX NPeKpAacHoON... 
Bocxpecuys miaMeHHOnW AYLUON, 
PycnaH He BYUAMT, He BHYUMa@eT, 

U cTapeu 8B pafoctu HemMon, 
Ppigan, MunbIxX O6HuMaeT. 


Yem KOHYY JIMHHbIN MOM paccKa3? 
Tol yragaewb, apyr MOM Munbil! 
Henpaspiv cTapua rHeB norac; 
Mapnad npegv Hum vu npeg Jhogmunon 
Y Hor Pycnana o6baBun 

Cason cTbig, MW MpayHOe 3NOAEUCTBO; 
CyactTnuBbii KHA3b CMY NPOCTMN; 
JivweHHbii CunbI YaponenctTBa, 
Bbin npuxat Kapna BO ABOpPeL; 

VU, 6enctTBuiA npasaAHyA KOHeL, 
Bnagumup B rTpugHuiie BbICOKOU 
SanuposBan B CeMbe CBoen. 


Aena gaBHo MuHyBwiMx QHen, 
Npeganba cTapunpi rny6oxon. 
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EPILOGUE 


Thus, the world’s mindless dweller, spending 
Life’s precious hours in idle peace, 

Its strings my lyre to me lending, 

| sang the lore of bygone days. 

| sang, the painful blows forgetting 

Of fate that blindly o’er us rules, 

The wiles of frivolous maids, the petty 

And thoughtless jibes of prating fools. 

My mind, on wings of fancy soaring, 

To parts ethereal was borne, 

While ali unknown there gathered o’er me 
The dark clouds of a mighty storm... 

And | was lost... But you who always 
Watched o’er me in my earlier years, 

You, blessed friendship, giving solace 

To one whose heart deep sorrow sears! — 
You calmed the raging storm, and, heeding 
My spirit’s call, brought peace to me; 

You saved me — saved my treasured freedom, 
Of fiery youth the deity! 

Far from the social whirl, the Neva 

Behind me left, forgotten even 

By rumour, here am | where loom 
Caucasian peaks in prideful gloom. 

Atop high steeps, mid downward tumbling 
Cascades and cataracts of stone, 

! stand and drink it all in dumbly, 

And revel, to reflection prone, 

In nature’s dark and savage beauty; 

To wounding thought my soul’s still wed, 
Within it sadness lives, deep-rooted, 

But the poetic fires are dead, 

In vain | seek for inspiration: 

Gone is the blithe and happy time 

Of love, of merry dreams, of rhyme, 

Of all that filled me with elation. 

Sweet rapture’s span has not been long, 
Flown from me has the Muse of song, 

Of softly spoken incantation... 
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Tak, MUpa KUTeNb PaBHOYWHbIM, 
Ha noHe Npa3sqHOW THWMHbI 

A cnaBun nuporo nocnywHon 
Npegakbsa TEMHONM CTapuHbi. 

A nen — uv 3a6biBpan o6uabi 
Cnenoro cuacTba uv Bparos, 
U3meub! BeTPeHON Mlopuzbi 

VU cnneTHV WymMHbie rnynuos. 
Ha KPbiuIbAX BbIMbICNa HOCUMBbIN, 
Ym yneTan 3a Kpaii 3eMHON; 

VU mexpy TeM rpo3sbi HeEspumMOon 
C6upanact Tyya Hago MHOW!.. 

A noru6an... Canton xpanutenb 
NepBoHayanbHbix, 6ypHbix AHEM, 
O apyx6a, HexKHbIN yrewuTenb 
Bone3HeHHon Ayn Moen! 

Tbl ymMonuna Henoropy; 

Tbl Cepauy BO3BpaTuna Mup; 

Tbl CoxpaHuna MHe CcBOOonY, 
Kunawen mnagoctu kymup! 
Sa6biTbii CBETOM MU MONBOW, 
Ajaneye oT Gperos Hes, 
Tenepb 9 Buxy Npegz coGo10 
Kapka3a ropabie rnasbi. 

Hag ux BEpluinHaMi KpyTbIMy, 
Ha CkaTe KAMCHHbIX CTPEMHUH, 
Mutaiocb 4YyBCTBaMM HEMbIMUY 

VU 4yQHouW npenecrTbio KapTMH 
Npupogbi AnKon u yrpromon; 
Aywa, kak npexge, Kaxkabin yac 
NonHa TOMUTeENbHOW AYMON — 
Ho orHb nos3unu norac. 

Viuwy HanpacHo BneyatTneHnn: 
Ona npowna, nopa cTuxos, 
Nopa niwo6Bsu, Becenbix CHOB, 
Nopa cepafeYuHbix BOOXHOBeHUH! 
Boctopros KpaTKui GeHb npotek — 
VU ckpbinacb OT MeHA HaBeKk 
Boruns Tuxux necHoneHni... 
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THE TALE OF TSAR SALTAN CKASKA 
O UWAPE CAJITAHE, O CbIHE ETO 
CHIABHOM KU MOTY4EM BOTATbIPE 
KHASE FBUAOHE CAJITAHOBUNYE 


MO MPEKPACHOMW LIAPEBHE JIEBEAM 


oy 


ihidied 


, 
a. 


ay 


yo ’ | 
5 gts, | 


pv DeBuubI NOD OKHOM 
mero, IPAM NO3QHO BEYEPKOM. 
«Ka6bi a Gpina uapnua,— 
® [ToBoput ofHa AeBuLa,— 


hree fair maidens, late one night, 
s& Sat and spun by candlelight. 
«Were our tsar to marry me,» 
& Said the eldest of the three, 
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«| would cook and | would bake —: 
Oh, what royal feasts I’d make.» 
Said the second of the three: 
«Were our tsar to marry me, 

| would weave a cloth of gold 

Fair and wondrous to behold.» 

But the youngest of the three 
Murmured: «lf he married me — 

| would give our tsar an heir 
Handsome, brave, beyond compare.» 
At these words their chamber door 
Gently creaked — and lo, before 
These three maidens’ very eyes 
Stood their tsar, to their surprise. 
He had listened by their gate 
Whither he’d been led by fate, 

And the words that he heard last 
Made his heart with love beat fast. 
«Greetings, maiden fair,» said he — 
«My tsaritsa you shall be, 
And, ere next September's done, 
‘See that you bear me a son. 


: 


To Ha BeCb KpelueHbii MUP 
Mpurotosuna 6 9 nup». 

— «Ka6pbi 9 Obina Wapnua,— 
Tosopnt ee cectpuua,— 

To Ha BeCb 6b! MUP OfHAa 
Hatkana A NonoTHa». 

— «Ka6bi 9 6bina uapuua,— 
TpeTba MonBuna CecTpuua,— 
A 6 ana GatTiowKnu-uWapa 
Pognna 6oratTbipa». 


TONbKO BbIMONBUTb yCcnena, 
OBepb TUXOHbKO 3ackpbinena, 
VU 8B CBeETAMLY BXOANT Liapb, 
Croponb! To rocyfapb. 

Bo scé Bpema pasroBopa 
OH cTOAN Nosapb 3a6o0pa; 
Peub nocneaHen no BCeMy 
Nomo6unacnemy. 
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And my bride that is to be. 
Royal weaver, you I’ll make, 
You as royal cook I'll take.» 


Then the tsar strode forth, and they 
Palacewards all made their way. 
There, he lost no time nor tarried 
That same evening he was married; 
Tsar Saltan and his young bride 

At the feast sat side by side. 

Then the guests, with solemn air, 
Led the newly wedded pair 

To their iv’ry couch, snow-white, 
Where they left them for the night. 
Bitterly, the weaver sighed, 

And the cook in passion cried, 

Full of jealousy and hate 

Of their sister’s happy fate. 

But, by love and duty fired, 

She conceived, ere night expired, 
In her royal husband’s arms. 

These were days of war’s alarms. 


ee SERGE 


Noesxaiite Bcney 3a MHOM, 


Bcneg 3a MHOM u 3a CecTpon: 


Byfb OfHa “3 Bac TKaYNxa, 
A apyran noBapuxa». 


B CeHu BbIWweNn Llapb-oTeL. 
Bce nycTunucb Bo ABOpeLU. 
Llapb Hegonro co6upanca: 

B ToT xe Beyep o6BeHYaICA. 
Liapb CantaH 3a nup yecTHONM 
Cen c uapnuen Monogon; 

A NOTOM YeCTHbIe rocTu 

Ha KpOBaTb CNOHOBONM KOCTU 
Nonoxunu MOnopbIX 

Vi octaBunn OpHux. 

B kyxHe 3nutca noBapuxa, 
NMnayet y CTaHKa Tka4uuxa — 
VU sapngyioTt OHe 
Tocygapesou xexHe. 

A uapuua mMonogaa, 

Mena Boanb He OTNaraa, 

C nepsov Hou NoHecna. 
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Ere he rode forth for the strife, 
Tsar Saltan embraced his wife, 
Bidding her to take good care 
Of herself and coming heir; 
While he battled on the field, 
Forcing countless foes to yield, 
God gave unto her an heir — 


Lusty, large of limb, and fair. 


Like a mother eagle, she 
Guarded him most jealously; 
Sent the news of God’s glad gift 
To the tsar, by rider swift. 

But the royal cook, and weaver, 
And their mother, sly deceiver, 
Sought to ruin her, so they 

Had him kidnapped on the way, 
Sent another in his stead. 

Word for word, his message read: 
«Your tsaritsa, sire, last night 
Was delivered of a fright — 
Neither son nor daughter, nor 
Have we seen its like before.» 

At these words, the royal sire 
Raved and raged in furious ire, | © 
«Hang that messenger!» roared he, 
«Hang him on the nearest tree!» 
But, relenting, spared him, and 
Sent him back with this command: 
«From ail hasty steps refrain 

Till the tsar comes home again.» 
Back the messenger rode fast, 
Reached the city gates at last. 
But the royal cook, and weaver, 
With their mother, sly deceiver, 
Made him drunk; and in his sleep 
Stole the message from his keep 
And, before he could recover, 
They replaced it by another. 

So, with feet unsteady, he 


Reached the court with this decree: 
«Have the queen and have her spawn 


Drowned in secret ere the dawn.» 
Grieving for their monarch’s heir, 
For the mother young and fair, 
Solemnly the tsar’s boyards 
Told the queen of this ukaz, 
Of the cruel doom which fate 
So unkindly had in wait. 

This unpleasant duty done, 
Put the saenitl and put ne son 


B Te nopbi BoHa 6bina. 


Lapp Cantan, c *eHOM NpocTaca, 


Ha g06pa KoHa Capsaca, 

Ev Hakaspipan ce6a 
No6eperb, ero m06a. 
Mexgy Tem, Kak OH fanéKo 
Bbetca fonro uv xeCcTOKO, 
Hactynaet cpok pont; 
CpiHa Bor um gan B apwun, 
VU uapuua Hap pe6eHKom, 
Kak opnuua Hag, OpNeHKoM; 
LUinet c nvcbMoM OHa roHua, 
YT06 o6panoBatb oTua. 

A Tkayuxa C noBapuxon, 

C cBaTben 6a60i/ Babapuxon 
VU3BecTu ee XOTAT, 

NepenHatb roHua BeNAT; 
Camu wintoT roHua gpyroro 


- BoT Cc 4em OT CnoBa oO CnoBa: 


«Poguna Wapuua B HOYb 
He To CbiHa, He TO 104b; 
He MbILWOHKa, HE NATYLUKy, 
A HeBefOmy 3BeploOLUuky». 


Kak ycnbiwan Wapb-oTeu, 
UTo QOHeC emy roHeu, 
B rHeBe Hayan OH 4yMeCuTb 
VU roHua xoTen noBecu th; 


Ho, CMArYMBLUUCb Ha Ce pas, 


Man ronuy Taxon npukas: 
«KgaTb WapeBa BO3BpalleHba 
Aina 3aKOHHOro pewieHbA». 


Enet c rpamoTou roHeu 
VU npvexan HaKoHeu. 
A TKaunxa Cc noBapuxon 
C cBatbei 6a60i Babapuxon 
O6o06paTb ero BenAT; 
Aonbava roHia NoAT 
VU B Cymy ero nycTy1o 
CyloT rpamoty apyryro — 
VU npvse3 roHeu xMenbHO 
B TOT Ke MEHb Npnka3 TaKon: 
«Llapb BenuT CBouM Gospam, 
Bpemeun He Tpata fapom, 
VU uapuuy vu npunnog 


TanHo OpocuTt B 6e3saHy Bop». 
Aenatt sane oa 
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Cask and burden in the sea — 
Such, forsooth, the tsar’s decree. 


Stars gleam in the dark blue sky, 
Dark blue billows heave and sigh. 
Storm clouds o’er the blue sky creep, 
While the cask rides o’er the deep. 
Like a widowed bride distressed, 


Sobbed the queen and beat her breast, 


While the babe to manhood grew 

As the hours swiftly flew. 

Morning dawned, the queen still waited 
But her son the billows hailed: 

«O, you wanton waves so blue — 

Free to come and go are you, 

Dashing when and where you please, 
Wearing rocks away with ease,— 

You, who flood the mountains high, 
You, who ships raise to the sky — 


Hear my prayer, 0 waves, and spare us — 


Safely onto dry land bear us.» 

So the waves, without ado, 

Bore the cask and prisoners two 
Gently to a sandy shore 

Then, receding, splashed no more. 
Son and mother, safe and sound, 
Feel that they’re on solid ground. 


From their cask, though, who will take them? 


Surely God will not forsake them? 
Murmuring: «l wonder how 
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Ei uv CbIHy 3nylo AON, 
Npouwntanu Bcnyx yKa3 

VU wapuuy B TOT *e Yac 

B 60uky c CbIHOM Nocagun, 
Sacmonunu, nokaTunu 

VU nyctunu B OKusaH — 

Tak Benen-fe uapb Cantan. 


B cuHem He6e 3Be3gbI 6newyr, 
B cuHemM MOope BONHbI XNeELLLYT; 
Tyya no He6y ugerT, 
Bouka no Mopto nnbiBeT. 
CnoBHO ropbkaa BAOBULIA, 
Nnayet, GbeTca B He Lapua; 
VU pactet pe6eHoK Tam 
He no OHaM, ano yacam. 
Oexb npowen — Yapnua BommT... 
A puta BonHy TOponuT: 
«Tbl, BONHA MOA, BONHa! 
Tol rynbluBa VW BONbHa; 
Mnewewb Thi, kyaa 3axo4elb, 
Tb! MOPCKNe KAMHM TOUMLUb, 
Tonuwb 6eper Thi 3emnn, 
Nopbimaelb Kopabnu — 
He ry6u Tb! Hawy Aywy: 
Buinnecuu Tb! Hac Ha CyLuy!» 
VU nocnywanacb BonHa: 
TyT xe Ha 6eper oHa 
Bouky Bbinecna NeroHbKO 
VU oTxnbinyna THXOHbKO. 
MatTb Cc MnageHiiem cnaceHa; 
Semnio YYBCTBYeT OHa. 
Ho u3 GOuKM KTO UX BbIHeET? 
Bor HeyxTo ux NOKNHeT? 
CbiH Ha HOXKUY NODHANCA, 
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We could break our prison no 
Up the son stood on his toes, 


Stretched himself, and said: «Here goes!» — 


Thrust his head against the lid, 
Burst it out — and forth he slid, 
Son and mother, free again, 
Saw a hillock on a plain; 

On its crest, an oak tree grew; 


Round them flowed the ocean blue. 
Quoth the son: «Some food and drink 


Wouldn’t come amiss, | think.» 
From the oak, a branch he rent 
And a sturdy bow he bent. 

With the silken cord* that hung 


Round his neck, the bow he strung. 


From a slender reed and light, 
Shaped an arrow, true in flight. 
Then explored the isle for game, 
Till he to the sea-shore came. 


Just as he approached the beach, - 
Our young hunter heard a screech; 


Of distress at sea it told. 
He looked round him, and, behold, 
Saw a swan in evil plight; 
Circling over it — a kite, 


Talons spread, and bloodstained beak 
Poised, prepared her death to wreak, 
While the helpless bird was splashing, 


With her wings the waters lashing. 
But his shaft, with banefui note, 
Struck the kite full in the throat. 
Bleeding, in the sea it fell, 
Screeching like a soul in hell. 

He, with lowered bow, looked on 
As, with beak and wings, the swan, 
Dealing ruthless blow on blow 

On the cruel kite, her foe, 

Sped its death, till finally 

Lifeless it sank in the sea. 

Then, in Russian accents, she 
Murmured plain as plain could be: 
«O, tsarevich, champion peerless, 
My deliverer so fearless — 

Grieve not that because of me 
Your good shaft is in the sea; 


That you'll have to fast three morrows — 


This is but the least of sorrows. 
Your kind deed | will repay — 
1 swat tis on — a mene 
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B OHO ronoskonw ynepca, 
Nouatykusica HEMHOXKO: 

«Kak 6b! 30€Cb Ha DBOP OKOLUKO 
Ham npogenatb?» — MONnBMN OH, 
Bbiwu6 AHO V BbILUeN BOH. 


Matb uv CbIH Tenepb Ha Bone; 
Bugat Xonm B LUMpOKOM none; 
Mope cuHee Kpyrom, 

Oy6 3enenbli Hap xoNMOM. 
CpiH nopymMan: DO6pbIN yKYH 
Bain 6bl HAM, OHAKO, HY>KeH. 
Jlomut OH y Ay6a CyK 

VU B Tyron cru6aerT nyk, 

Co Kpecta CHypoK WenKOBbIi 
Hatanyn Ha nyk DyOoBbii, 
TOHKy TpOCTOYUKy CNomMN, 
Crpenxou nerkon 3aBoctTpun 
VU nowen Ha Kpaiw AOnuHb! 

Y MOPS UCKaTb ANYMHb}. 


K MOp!0 AULUb NOAXOAMT OH, 
BoT uv cnbiwut GyATO CTOH... 
BugHo, Ha MOpe He TUXO; 
CmotTput — BuauT eno nMuxo: 
Bpetca ne6bedb cpeab 3bI6en, 
KopwyH HOCUTCA Hag, Hei; 

Ta 6egHs>kKa Tak UW nneLerT, 
Bogy Bkpyr MYTHMT uv xnewwerT... 
ToT yx korTu pacnycTun, 

Knés KpoBaBbi HABOCTPMN... 

Ho kak pa3 CTpena 3anena, 

B weto kopwyHa sagena — 
KoplwyH B MOpe KpOBb nponun. 
Jlyk uapesuy onycTun; 
CMmoOTpnuT: KOPLWYH B MOpe TOHET 
VU He NTWYbUM KPUKOM CTOHET, 
Jle6enb OKONO NNbIBeT, 

Snoro KOPWYHa KII0ET, 

Tu6enb 6nuskylo TOponuT, 

BbeT KpbiiOM YW B MOpe TONUT — 
VU uapesnuyy noTom 
Monsut pyCCKMM ASbIKOM: 
«Tb WapeBuy, MOM CNacuTesb, 
Moi moryuni us6aBuTenb, 
He Tyxn, 4YTO 3a MCHA 
Ectb He 6yfeWb Tb! TPM OHA, 
YTo crpena nponana B Mope; 
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ere But a maiden charmed, you see; Tbl He KOpWwyHa y6un, 

= "Twas a wizard, not a kite, Yapogen nopctpenun. 

Is That you slew, O noble knight; Beek Te6a & He 3a6yzy: 

ice | shall ne’er forget your deed — Tb! HAaMAeWb MeHA NOBCIOgY, 
be I'll be with you in your need. A Tenepb Tb!I BOPOTMCb, 

Ser 2 

ee Now go back and take your rest — He ropiou VW CnaTb JIOXMNCb». 
= All will turn out for the best.» 

is 


Then the swan-bird flew from view Ynetena ne6eab-ntuua, 


9, 
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While, perforce, the luckless two, 
Famished, laid them down to sleep, 
Praying God their souls to keep. 
Driving slumber from his eyes 


A uapesuy uv uapuua, 
Lienbii FeHb NpoBeAWWN Tak 
Jleub PpewuMNUCch HATOWAK. 
BoT oTKpbINn LapeBunY oun; 
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As the sun rose in the skies, 
Our tsarevich, much amazed, 


OTpscaa rpe3bi HOU 
Vi puBacb, nepeg co6on 


ly 


co At a spacious city gazed, Bugut ropog OH 6Gonbwon, 
ae Girdled by a wide and tall, CrTeHbI C 4YaCTbIMY 3y6LIaMM, 
ice) rong-embattled snow-white wall. 3a 6enbimMu CTeHaMN 
£ St battled hite wall Vi 3a 6 
yr“ Churches goiden-domed stood there, BneuyT MakoBkKu WepKBei 
4 Holy cloisters, mansions fair. Vi CBATbIX MOHACTbIPen. 
i ho «Mother mine, awaken!» cried he — OH cxopei uapnuy 6yauT; 
; ou «Oh!» she gasped; he said: «I see Ta Kak axHeT!.. «To nw 6ypeT? — 
WA) Things have only just begun — TOBOPUT OH,— BUXy A: 


ioe) My white swan is having fun,» Jie6eOb TEWUTCA MOR». 
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; Citywards their steps they bent, 


Through the city gates they went. 
Belfries thundered overhead 

Loud enough to wake the dead. 
Round them poured a mighty throng, 
Choir boys praised the Lord in song; 
Nobles, splendidly arrayed, 

Came in coaches, gold inlaid. 

All the people cheered them madly, 


MatTb WM CbIH MAYyT KO rpagy. 
JiMub CTyNMNN 3a Orpagy, 
OrnyWUTenbHbIN TPe3BOH 
NogHaANcA CO BCeX CTOPOH: 

K HAM Hapog HaBCTpeyy BasIu'T, 
Xop WepKOBHbIN Bora xBanut; 
B KoNbiIMarax 3ONOTbIX 
NbIWHbIA HBOp BCTpeYaeT ux; 
Bce ux rTpOMKO BennyaicrT, 


ay 


As their prince acclaimed him gladly, VU uapesuya BeHYaloT 


rae 


ye 


=~ With his mother’s blessing, he, KHs>Ker ankon, v rnaBon 
i Acquiescing graciously, BosrnawatoT Hag, co60i; 
i) That same day began to reign VU cpegau cBoen cTonuupl, 
a . In his newly-found domain, C pa3speweuHna Waputpl, 
ots Sat in state upon the throne B ToT Ke MeHb CTA KHAXKUTb OH 
xs And was crowned as Prince Guidon. V\ Hapekca: KHASb FBUAOH. 
ie Oe 

% r Breezes o’er the ocean play, Betep Ha Mope rynneT 
} are) Speed a barque upon its way; VU xopa6nuk nogroHAerT; 
“J Sails all spread, it skims the seas, OH 6exuT ce6e B BONHAX 
pay Running swiftly ‘fore the breeze. Ha pa3ayTbix napycax. 

ee Sailors, merchants, crowd the deck, Kopa6enbluukn QuBATCA, 
oe Marvel loud and crane their necks. Ha kopa6nuke Tonnatca, 
> Wondrous changes meet their view Ha 3HaKOMOM OCTpoBy 
Mak On an island which they knew! Yyno BUAAT HanBy: 


There, a golden city grand, 
Newly built, and fortress stand, 
Cannons with a mighty roar 
Bid the merchants put to shore. 


Topo, HOBbIN 3naTornaBbin, 
Mpuctantb C Kpenkolw 3sacTtaBon — 
NMywku c npuctaHy nannt, 
Kopa6nio npuctaTb BensT. 
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When the merchants land, Guidon 
Bids them be his guests anon; 
Feasts them first with meats and wit 


Then he says: «Now, masters mine — 


Tell me what you have for sale, 


Whither bound, and whence you hail?» 


Said the merchants: «If you please. 
We have sailed the seven seas; 
Costly furs, prince, were our ware. 
Silver fox and sables rare. 

Now our time is overstayed, 


East — due East — our course is laid, 


Past the Island of Buyan, 

Back to gracious Tsar Saltan.» 
«Gentiles,» murmured Prince Guidon, 
«May fair breezes speed you on, 
And, when Tsar Saltan you see 

Bow down low to him for me.» 


Here the merchants made their bows, 


And the prince, with pensive brows, 


Watched their ship put out from shore 


Till it could be seen no more. 
Suddenly, before Guidon 
Swam the graceful snow-white swan. 


«Greetings, my fair prince,» said’she — 


«Why are you so sad, tell me? 
Why are you so dismal, say, 

Like a gloomy, cloudy day?» 
«Grief is gnawing at my breast,» 
Answered Prince Guidon, distressed. 
«| have only one desire — 

| should like to see my sire.» 

«ls that all?» was her reply — 
«Listen — would you like to fly, 
Overtake that ship at sea? 

Why, then — a mosquito be!» 
Then she flapped her pinions two, 
Loudly thrashed the waters blue, 
Drenching him from head to toe 
Ere he could say yes or no. 

And he hovered, then and there, 
A mosquito, in the air. 

Buzzed, and flying rapidly, 
Overtook the ship at sea, 

Settled noiselessly, and stole 
Out of sight, into a hole. 


Merrily the breeze is singing, 
O’er the waves a ship is winging 


Past the Island of Bu 


the realm of 


Npuctatot k 3actaBe rocty; 
KHA3b TBUDQOH 30BET MX B FOCTH, 
Vx OH KOPMUT VW NOUT 

VU oTBeT fepxatb BENT: 

«4em BbI, fOCTM, TOpr BeszeTe 

VU kyoa Tenepb nnibipete?» 
Kopa6enbuinku B OTBET: 

«Mbi o6bexanu BeCb CBET, 
Toprospanu co6onsamy, 
YopHo6ypbimu mucamyu; 

A Tenepb HaM BBILUIEN CpOK, 
Enem npavmo Ha BOCTOK, 

Mumo octposa Bysxa, 

B uapcTso cnasHoro Cantaxa...» 
KHA3b VM BbIMONBUN Tora: 
«Hlo6ppl” nyTb Bam, rocnoga, 
No mopto no. OKusHy 

K cnaBHomy uaplo Cantany; 

OT MeHA EMY NOKNOH». 

[octu B NyTb, a KHA3b TBYUAOH 

C 6epera gyWON neYanbHON 
Mposoxaet Ger ux DanbHbii; 
Cnafb — noBepx TeKky4nx BOA 
Jie6enb Genaa nnpiBeT. 
«SppascTByi, KHA3b Tb! MOM NpeKkpacubin'! 
UTO Thi TUX, KAK D@Hb HEHACTHBIN? 
Oneyanunca Yemy?» — 

TOBOpUT OHa eMy. 

KHA3b NeYaNbHO OTBEeYaeT: 
«[pyCTb-TOCKa MeHA CbefaerT, 
Ononena monogua: 

Bugetb a 6 xoTen oTua». 
Jle6enb KHA310: «BoT B 4eM rope! 
Hy, nocnywan: xovelwWb B MOpe 
Nonetetb 3a Kopa6nem? 

Byfb xe, KHA3b, Tb! KOMapOM». 
VU kpbinamu 3amaxana, 

Boy Cc WyMOM pacnneckana 

VU o6ppisrana ero 

C ronosbi 0 Hor BCero. 

TyT OH B TO“KY YMCHbLUUICA, 
Komapom o6oporTunca, 
Noneten uv 3sanuuan, 

CyaHo Ha mope forHan, 
NotTuxoHbky onycTunca 

Ha kopa6nb — uv B Wenb 3a6unca. 
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Now the ship at anchor rests 

And the merchants, honoured guests, 
Palacewards their footsteps make 
With our gallant in their wake. 

There, in regal raiments, sate 

Tsar Saltan in royal state. 

On his head — his jewelled crown; 
On his face — a pensive frown, 
While the royal cook, and weaver, 
And their mother, sly deceiver, 
Sitting on his left and right, 

Stared at him with all their might. 
Tsar Saltan, with royal grace, 

Gave the merchants each his place, 
Then he said: «Now, masters mine, 
Sailed you far across the brine? 

Are things well where you have been? 
What strange wonders have you seen?» 
Quoth the merchants: «If you please, 
We have sailed the seven seas; 
Peace reigns overseas, serene. 
There, we saw this wondrous scene: 
There’s an island in the sea, 

Shores as steep as steep can be; 
Cheerless once, deserted, bare — 
Nothing but an oak grew there. 

Now it has a new-built city, 

Stately mansions, gardens pretty, 
Churches tall with domes of go 

Fair and wondrous to behold. 

Prince Guidon reigns there, and he 
Sends his compliments to thee.» 
Here the tsar said, in amaze: 

«lf but God prolong my days, 

| shall visit this strange isle, 

Guest with this Guidon a while.» 

But the royal cook, and weaver, 

With their mother, sly deceiver, 

Did not wish to let their tsar 

See this wondrous isle so far. 

«What a wonder,» quoth the cook, 
Winking at the others «Look: 

There’s a city by the shore! 

Have you heard the like before? 
Here’s a wonder, though, worth telling — 
There’s a little squirrel dwelling 

In a fir tree; all day long, 

Cracking nuts, it sings a song. 

Nuts — most wondrous to behold! 
Every shell is solid gold; 

Kernels — each an emerald pure! 
That’s a wonder, to be sure.» 

Tsar Saltan thought this most curious, 


= 


Bot Ha 6eper sbiwinn roctu; 
Liapb CantaH 30BeT ux B rocTn, 
VU 3a HYMN BO ABOpPeLL 
Noneten Haw yfaneu. 
Bugut: Becb Cuan B 3naTe, 
Llapb CantaH cuanT B nanaTe 
Ha npectone uv B BeHue 

C rpycTHOK aymMonu Ha sue; 
A Tkaunxa C noBapuxon, 

C cpatbei 6a60/ Ba6apuxon 
Okono WapaA CuDAT 

U Brnasa emy rnagat. 

Liapb CantaH rocten CaxaeT 
3a CBO CTON uv BONpowae§rT: 
«Oi BbI, rocTu-rocnoga, 
Monro nb esaunn? Kyna? 
JlafHo Jb 3a MOPeM UNb xyf0? 
V kakoe B CBeTe 4y07?» 
Kopa6enbluku B OTBET: 

«Mb! O6bexanN BECb CBeT; 

3a MOpeM XuTbe He xy0, 

B cpete X BOT Kakoe 4yf0: 

B mope octpos 6pin KpyTon, 
He npusBanbHbii, He KUNON; 
OH nexKan nycTOW paBHUHON; 
Poc Ha HeM AYy60K eAnHbiii; 
A Tenepb CTOMT Ha HEM 
Hospi ropog co ABOPLIOM, 

C 3natornaBbimu WepKBamy, 
C Tepemamu u cagamu, 

A CUDUT B HEM KHA3b FBULOH; 
Ou npucnan Te6e NoKNOH». 
Liapb CantaH guentca 4ypy; 
Monet OH: «Konb xuB A 6yzy, 
YyoHbI OCTPOB HaBeLlly, 

Y Taugoua norowy». 

A Tkayuxa C noBapuxon, 

C cBaTbei 6a60n BaGapnxon 
He xoTAT ero NYCTUTb 
YyDHbIN OCTPOB HABECTUTb. 
«YK JUKOBUHKa, Hy NpaBo,— 
NogmurHys ApyruM NyKaBo, 
Nopapuxa ropoputT,— 

Topog y mops crout! 
SHaiTe, BOT YTO He Gesgenka: 
Enb B necy, nog enbio Genxa, 
Benka necexku noet 

VU opewku BCE rpbize;rT, 

A opewku He npoctbie, 

Bcé cxopnynku sonoTbie, 
Appa — YWcTbI u3ympy_A; 
BoT 4TO 4y0M-TO 30ByT». 
Yyzy Wapb CantaH ANBUTCA, 


Uyiett je yeu hye ce tyre tyre fu tyiiye 


Our mosquito waxed most furious 

And, with his mosquito might, 

Stung his aunt’s right eye, in spite. 
Turning pale, she swooned from pain — 
But her eye ne’er saw again. 

Sister, serving maids and mother, 
Chased him, tripping one another, 
Screamed: «You cursed insect, you! 
Only wait!» But he just flew 

Through a casement, o’er the main, 
Swiftly to his own domain. 

Pensively Guidon once more 

Gazes seaward from the shore. 
Suddenly, before his sight 

Swam the graceful swan, snow-white. 
«Greetings, my fair prince,» said she — 
«Why are you so sad, tell me? 

Why are you so dismal, say 

Like a gloomy, cloudy day?» 

«Grief is gnawing at my breast,» 
Answered Prince Guidon, distressed — 
«There’s a wonder, | confess, 

That I’m burning to possess. 

‘Tis a wonder well worth telling — 
Somewhere, there’s a squirrel dwelling 
In a fir tree; all day long, 

Cracking nuts, it sings a song. 

Nuts, most wondrous, | am told; 

Every shell is solid gold, 

Kernels — each an emerald pure. 

But can | of this be sure?» 

Here the swan said in reply: 

«Yes — this rumour does not lie; 
Marvel not — though this may be 
Strange for you, ’tis not for me. 

Grieve not — | will gladly do 

This slight service, prince, for you.» 
Home he sped with cheerful stride, 
Gained his palace courtyard wide. 
There, beneath a fir — behold! — 
Cracking nuts all made of gold, 
Emeralds left and right a-flinging, 

Sat that wonder-squirrel, singing: 
«Through the garden there she goes, 
Tripping on her dainty toes.» 
With its tail the squirrel sweeps 
Shells and stones in tidy heaps, 
While a charmed and happy throng 
Listened to the squirrel’s song. 
Struck with wong, Prince Guidon 


A KOMap-TO 3nuUTCA, 3NnuTCA — 
VU snunca Komap Kak pa3 
TeTke NpAMO B NpaBbii rna3. 
NosBapuxa no6negHena, 
OG6mepna uv oxpuBena. 
Cnyru, CBaTbA u CecTpa 

C KPpunKOM NOBAT KOMapa. 
«PacnpoKnsTaa Tbl MOKa! 
Mb! Te6a!..» A OH B OKOWKO 
fia cnoKkonwHo B CBOK yfen 
Yepes mope noneten. 


CHOBa KHA3b Y MOPA XOAUT, 
C CuHA MOPA rna3 He CBOAMT; 
Cnagb — noBepx TeKky4ux BO”, 
Jle6enb Genasn nnpiBer. 
«3ppaBcTByi, KHASb Tb! MOM NpeKpacHbill! 
YTO XK Tbl TUX, KaK JEHb HEHACTHbIN? 
Oneyanunca 4yemy?» — 
TOBOpuT OHa emy. 
KHa3b TBUQOH en OTBEYAeT: 
«[pyCTb-TOCKa MeHA CbefaeT; 
Yyno 4yfHOe 3aBecTb 
Mue 6 xotenocb. [e-To ecTb 
Enb B necy, nog enbio Genka; 
Qiuso, npaso, He 6e3sfenka — 
Benka neceHku noet 
Oa opewku Bcé rpbiserT, 
A opewku He npoctpie, 
Bcé cKopnynku 3onorTple, 
Anpa — 4ncTbii usympyA,; 
Ho, ObITb MOXET, MOAN BPyT». 
KHasio ne6emb OTBeYaeT: 
«CBet o 6enke npaBay 6aeT; 
STO 4yAO 3Hald Fi; 
NonHo, KHA3b, AYLUAa MOA, 
He neyanbca; papa cnyx6y 
Oxa3aTb Te6e © B Apyx6y». 
C o60npeHHoro AYWON 
KHA3b NoweNn ce6e DOMON; 
Jivwb cTynun Ha ABop uNpoKui 
Yto K? NOf eNKOlO BbICOKON, 
Buaut, Genouka npw Bcex 
3O0NOTOH rpbizeT Opex, 
V3ympyaeu, BbIHuMaeT, 
A cxopnynky co6upaer, 
Kyykuv paBHble knafet 
VU c npucsucToykon noeT 
Net 4ECTHOM npu B : 
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Then a squirrel’s house he built. 
Crystal, glass, and silver gilt; 

Set a guard, a scribe as well, 
Who recorded every shell. 

Thus the prince’s treasures grew, 
And the squirrel’s glory too. 


Breezes o’er the ocean play 

Speed a barque upon its way; 

Sails all spread, it skims the seas, 
Running swiftly fore the breeze 

Past a craggy island, where 

Stands a city, proud and fair. 
Cannons with a mighty roar 

Bid the merchants put to shore; 

When the merchants land, Guidon 
Bids them be his guests anon; 

Feasts them first with meats and wine, 
Then he says: «Now, masters mine — 
Tell me what you have for sale, 
Whither bound, and whence you hail?» 
Said the merchants: «If you please, 
We have sailed the seven seas, 
Selling horses, Prince Guidon — 
Stallions from the steppes of Don. 

We are overdue, you know, 

And we still have far to go — 

Past the Island of Buyan, 

Back to gracious Tsar Saltan.» 
«Gentles,» murmured Prince Guidon — 
«May fair breezes speed you on 

O’er the ocean, o’er the main, 

Back to Tsar Saltan again, 

When your gracious tsar you see, 
Give him compliments from me.» 


KHa3b Ana GenoyKu NOTOM 
BbiCcTpown xpyCcTanbHbii DOM. 
Kapayn K Hemy npuctaBun 

VU npvtom Abaka 3actaBun 
CTporuiA CyeT OpexaM BECTb. 
KHa3t0 npuvGbInb, Genke 4eCTb. 


Betep no mopio rynaet 
VU kopa6nuk noproHAeT; 
On Gexut ce6e B BONHAX 
Ha NOAHATbIX Napycax 
Mumo octposa kpytoro, 
Mumo ropoga 6onbworo: 
Nywiku c npuctanyv nana, 
Kopa6nto npuctatb BensT. 
Npuctaiot K 3actase roctTu; 
KHaA3b FBUQOH 30BeT UX B FOCTM, 
Ux “ KOPMMT XK NOUT 
V oTBeT Aepxatb BeNUT: 
«4em Bbi, FOCTU, TOpr Beg“eTe 
VU kyga Tenepb nnbiBeTe?» 
Kopa6enbluku B OTBET: 
«Mbi o6bexann BeCb CBET, 
ToprosBanu Mbl KOHAMY, 
Bcé OHCKumMu xepe6iiamn, 
A Tenepb HaM BbILUeN CpOK — 
VU nexKuT HaM NyTb Danek: 
Mumo octpospa ByrHa 
B wapctso cnasBHoro Cantana...» 
TOBOpUT UM KHA3b Tora: 
«flo6ppiiA nyTb Bam, rocnoga, 
No mopto no Oxusny 
K cnaBHomy uaplo Cantany; 
fla CKaxxuTe: KHA3b TBUOH 
LUWneT uapto-ge CBO NOoKNOH». 
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Bowing low before him, they 

Left Guidon and sailed away. 

He, though, hastened to the shore, 
Where he met the swan once more, 
Told her that his heart was burning, 
For his sire, his soul was yearning... 
In the twinkling of an eye 

He became a tiny fly, 

And he flew across the sea 

Where, ’twixt sky and ocean, he 
Settled on the deck and stole 

Out of sight into a hole. 


Merrily the breeze is singing, 

O’er the waves a ship is winging, 
Past the Island of Buyan, 

To the realm of Tsar Saltan, 

Now his longed-for land so dear, 
Stands out in the distance, clear, 
Now the ship at anchor rests, 

And the merchants, honoured guests, 
Palacewards their footsteps make 
With our gallant in their wake. 
There, in regal raiments, sate 
Tsar Saltan in royal state. ~~ 

On his head — his jewelled crown, 
On his face — a pensive frown, 


While the one-eyed cook, and weaver, 


And their mother, sly deceiver, 

Sit around the tsar and stare 

At him with a toad-like glare. 

Tsar Saltan, with royal grace, 

Gave the merchants each his place, 
Then he said: «Now, masters mine — 
Sailed you far across the brine? 

Are things well where you have been? 


What strange wonders have you seen?» 


Quoth the merchants: «If you please, 
We have sailed the seven seas; 
Peace reigns overseas, serene. 
There, we saw this wondrous scene: 
On an island, far away, 

Stands a city, grand and gay — 
Churches tall, with golden domes, 
Gardens green and stately homes; 
By the palace grows a fir 

In whose shade, O royal sir, 
Stands a crystal cage; and there 
Dwells a squirrel, strange and rare — 
Full of frolic; all day long, 

3 js a song, 
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TOCTU KHASIO NOKNOHUNMCh, 
Bbilunv BOH MB NYTb NycTuNnMCb. 
K mopto KHA3b — a neGefb Tam 
Yk rynAeT NO BONHAM. 


Monut KHA3b: AyWwa-fe NPOcn;... 


Tak VU TAHET VU YHOCHT... 

BOT OnATb OHA ero 

Buur o6ppisrana Bcero: 

B myxy KHA3b O6OpoTMNCcaA, 
Noneten uv onyctunca 

Mexay mops uv He6ec 

Ha kopa6nb — uv B Wenb 3anes. 


Betep Beceno LWYyMuT, 
CyaHo Beceno 6exuT 
Mumo octposa Bysxa, 
B wapcTso cnaBHoro CantaHa — 
VU *KenaHHaa CTpaHa 
Bot yk u3ganuv BuzHa; 
Bot Ha Geper BbILUIM rocTH; 
Liapb CantaH 30BeT ux B rocTu, 
VU 3a HUMy BO ABOpeLL 
Noneten Haw yganeu. 
Buaut: BeCb Cuaa B 3naTe, 
Uapb CantaH cuauT B nanate 
Ha npectone uv B BeHLe, 
C rpycTHow AyMoNu Ha nue. 
A tTkayuxa c Ba6bapuxon 
ia c kpuBoto noBapuxon 
Oxono uapa CusAT. 
Snbimu *abamy rnAgAT. 
Lapb CantaH roctei caxaet 
3a CBO CTON uv BONpowae;rT: 
«Oi BbI, FOCTH-rocnogza, 
Alonro nb e3gunn? Kkyna? 
JlapHo nb 3a MOpeM Mb xyf0? 
VU Kakoe 8 CBeTe 4y0?» 
Kopa6enbuynku B OTBeT: 
«Mb! O6bexasIN BECb CBET; 
3a MOpPeM XuTbe He xy0; 
B cBeTe BOT Kakoe Yy0: 
OctTpos Ha Mope Jle>xKUT, 
pag, Ha OCTpoBe CTOUT 
C 3natTornaBbimu WepKBaMn, 
C Tepemamn fa Cafamn; 
Ent pacteT nepeg ABOPLIOM, 
A nog Hei xpycTanbHbi 0M; 
Banka. Tam KUBET p Has, 
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Kernels — each an emerald bright; 
Sentries guard it day and night, 

It has slaves, like any lord, 

Yes, and scribes each nut record. 
Troops in passing give salute 
With their martial drum and flute. 
Maidens store these gems away 
Under lock and key each day; 
Coins are minted from each shell, 
Coins with which they buy and sell. 
People live in plenty there, 

Not in huts, but mansions fair. 
Prince Guidon reigns there, and he 
Sends his compliments to thee.» 
Here the tsar said, in amaze: 

«lf but God prolong my days, 

| shall visit this strange isle 

Guest with this Guidon a while.» 
But the cook, and royal weaver, 
With their mother, sly deceiver, 

Did not wish to let the tsar 

See this wondrous isle so far. 

And the weaver, smiling wryly, 
Thus addressed the tsar, most slyly: 
«Wherein lies this wonder, pray? 
Squirrels cracking nuts all day — 
Heaping emeralds, we're told, 

Left and right a-throwing gold! 
Nothing strange in this see |! 

Be this true, or but a lie, 

| know of a better wonder. 

Lo! The ocean swells in thunder, 
Surges with a mighty roar, 
Overflows a barren shore, 

Leaving, wonderful to see, 


Aapa — yucrTbii usympysA;; 
Cnyru Genxy creperyr, 


CnyxaT ev Npucnyronw pasHon — 
VU npuctasnedH Obak Npuka3Hbli 


CtTporuii cyeT opexam BeCTb; 
OtTgaetT ef BOUVCKO YeECTb; 

U3 CKOpnynoK NbIOT MOHETY 
fla nyckaioT B XOf, NO CBeTY; 
Jesu cpinntot u3sympya, 

B xnagosple, fa nog cnya; 
Bce B TOM OcTposBe Ooratbl, 
U306 HeT, BeE32e Nanatpl; 

A CyuganT B HEM KHA3b FBug0H; 
OH npucnan Te6e NOKNOH». 
Lapp CantaH guButca 4ypzy. 
«Ecnu TOnbKO vB a Gyzy, 
YyOHbIN OCTPOB HaBelly, 

Y TBugouxa norowy». 

A Tkayuxa C noBapuxon, 

C cpatbei Gabon Babapnxon 
He xoTAT ero NYCTMTb 
YyDHbIN OCTPOB HABECTUTb. 
YomexHyBlwincb ucnogTuxa, 
ToBopuT apio TKa4nxa; 

«4TO TYT AMUBHOFO? Hy, BOT! 
Benka KAMYLUKU rpbi3zerT, 
MeueT 30N0TO UW B rpyAbl 
Sarpe6aeT u3symMpyAbi; 

OTUM HAC HE YAMBULUb, 


Npasazy sib, HET NU FOBOPMLUIb. 


B cBeTe €CTb WHO AUBO: 
Mope s3ayetca 6ypnuso, 
SakunuT, NOAbIMeT BON, 
XnbiHet Ha Geper nycTon, 
Pa3onbeTca B LUIYMHOM Gere, 
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Thirty stalwart knights and three, 
All in mail a-gleaming bright, 
Marching proudly left and right; 
Each one brave beyond compare, 
Tall of stature, young and fair, 

All alike beyond belief, 

Led by Chernomor, their chief. 
That’s a wonder, now, for you, 
Marvellously strange, but true.» 


Wisely, though, the guests were mute — 


They with her did not dispute. 
But the tsar waxed very curious, 
And Guidon waxed very furious, 
Fiercely buzzed and settled right 
On his aunt’s left eye, in spite. 
Turning pale, she gave a cry — 
She was blinded in her eye. 
Screams of anger filled the air — 
«Catch it! Kill that insect there! 

O you nasty insect, you!» 

But Guidon just calmly flew 
Through the casement, o’er the main, . 
Swiftly to his own domain. 


By the blue sea he is pacing, . 
On the blue sea he is gazing. 
And once more, before his sight 
Swam the graceful swan, snow-white. 
«Greetings, my fair prince,» said she, 
«Why are you So sad, tell me? 

Why are you so dismal, say, 

Like a gloomy, cloudy day?»’ 

«Grief is gnawing at my breast,» 
Answered Prince Guidon, distressed — 
«There’s a wonder, | confess, 

That I’m longing to possess.» 

«Tell me then, what is this wonder?» 
«Somewhere swells the sea in thunder, 
Breakers surge, and with a roar, 
Sweeping o’er a barren shore, 

Leave behind, for all to see 

Thirty stalwart knights and three, 

All in mail a-gleaming bright, 

Marching proudly left and right; 

Each one brave beyond compare, 

Tall of stature, young and fair. 

All alike beyond belief, 

Led by Chernomor, their chief.» 

in reply, the snow-white swan 
Murmured: «l/s this all, Guidon? 
Wonder not — though this may be 
Strange for you, ‘tis not for me, 

Or these sea-knights, prince, are none 
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VW ouyratca Ha 6pere, 

B ye.uye, Kak «ap ropa, 
Tpuguatb Tp Soratbipa, 

Bce xpacaBubl yfanblie, 
BennkaHbi Monombie, 

Bce pasubi, kak Ha nog6op, 
C Humu gAabka YepHomop. 
STO ANBO, Tak YK AUBO, 
Mo>xxHO MONBMTb CnpaBegnnBo!» 
Toctu yMHble monyar, 
Cnoputb C HElO HE XOTST. 
AuBy uapb CantaH AuBuTca, 
A TBUZOH-TO 3NUTCA, 3NUTCA... 
SaxyxoKall OH VU Kak pas 
TetKe cen Ha nNeBbiii rnas, 

VU TKayuxa no6nepHena: 
«Ai!» — nv TyT «Ke OKPUBeNa; 
Bce kpuyar: «JloBu, nosy, 
fia nasn ee, naBn... 

Bot yxo! MOCTOM HEMHOXKO, 
Norogn...» A KHA&38b B OKOWWKO, 
fia CnoKOMWHO B CBO yfen 
Yepes3 mope npuneten. 


KHA3b Y CAHA MOPA XOAMT, 
C CUHA MOPS rna3 He CBODMT; 
Tnsagb — noBepx Teky4ux BOs”, 
SJle6enb Genas nnviBer. 
«SHpaBCTByU, KHASb Tb| MOM NpekpacHbii! 
YTO Thi THX, KAK DEHb HEHACTHbIN? 
Oneyanunca Yemy?» — 
TOBOpuT OHa emy. 
KHa3b FBUQOH er OTBEYaeT: 
«[pyCTb-TOCKa MeHA CbegaeT — 
Auso 6 ansHoe xoren 
Nepevectb A B MOU yAen». 
— «A kakoe  3TO AUBO?» 
— «fge-To B3gyetca 6ypnuso 
OKUSH, NOAbIMeT BOM, 
XnbiHeT Ha Geper nycton, 
PacnnecHeTca B LWYMHOM Oere, 
VU ouytatca Ha Opere, 
B yewye, Kak Kap ropa, 
Tpuguatb Tpv 6oratbipa, 
Bce kpacaBubl Monogbie, 
Benukanb! yoanble, 
Bce pasubi, Kak Ha NnosSop, 
C Humu gaAppKka YepHomop». 
KHa3Io ne6eAb OTBeYaeT: 
«BOT 4YTO, KHASb, TEOA CMyLUaeT? 
He TyxKu, Ayla MOA, 
SOTO 4yO 3HalO A. 
OTM BUTA3M MOpCKHe 
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But my brothers, every one. 

Do not grieve; go home and wait, 
Meet my brothers at your gate.» 
He obeyed her cheerfully, 
Climbed his tower and scanned the seas 
Lo! the waters, with a roar. 
Seethed and swept the barren shore, 
Leaving, wonderful to see, 

Thirty stalwart knights and three, 
All in mail a-gleaming bright, 
Marching proudly left and right, 
Two by two; and Chernomor, 
Hoary-headed, went before, 
Leading them in martial state 
Right up to the city gate, 

Prince Guidon, with flying feet, 
Ran in haste his guests to greet; 
Crowds pressed round in unbelief. 
«Prince,» proclaimed the hoary chief — 
«lt is by the swan’s request 

And, at her express behest, 

We have come from out the sea 
Your fair city’s guards to be. 
Henceforth, from the ocean blue, 
We will always come to you 

Every day, on guard to stand 

By your lofty walls so grand. 

Now, however, we must go — 
We’re not used to land, you know; 
We'll return, | promise you.» 

And they disappeared from view. 


Breezes o’er the ocean play 

Speed a barque upon its way; 

Sails all spread, it skims the seas, 
Running swiftly ‘fore the breeze, 

Past a craggy island, where 

Stands a city, proud and fair. 
Cannons with a mighty roar 

Bid the merchants put to shore; 
When the merchants land, Guidon 
Bids them be his guests anon; 
Feasts them first with meat and wine, 
Then he says: «Now, masters mine — 
Tell me what you have for sale, 
Whither bound, and whence you hail?» 
Said the merchants: «lf you please, 
We have sailed the seven seas; 
Swords of Damask steel we’ve sold, 
Virgin silver, too, and gold. 

Now we’re overdue, you know, 

And we still have far to go — 

Past the Island of Buyan, 
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MuHe Beab Gpatba BCe POsHble. 
He neyanbca xe, CTynan, 
B roctu 6paTues noms xKugzai». 


KHaA3b Nowen, 3a6biBLuM rope, 
Cen Ha 6awHio, WV Ha MOpe 
Cran rniagetb OH; Mope Bapyr 
Bckonbixanoca BOoKpyr, 
Pacnneckanocb B WYMHOM 6ere 
VU octraBuno Ha Opere 
Tpuguatb Tov Goratbips; 

B yewye, Kak ap ropa, 

Unyt BUTA3u YeTaMy, 

U, Onuctaa cegnHamn, 
Aspbka snepeanv upzet 

VU ko rpagy ux BegzeT. 

C 6awHv KHA3b [BUAOH COeraerT, 
Doporux rocteuw scTpeyaeT; 
Broponsax Hapog, 6ex«KuT; 
AsgbKa KHA3IO FOBOpHT: 
«Jle6enb Hac k Te6e nocnana 
VU Haka3som Haka3ana 
CnasBHbii ropog, TBOM xpaHuTb 
VU po30pom o6xonu Tb. 

Mb! OTHbIHe E*KEDEHHO 
Bmecte 6yfem HEenpemMeHHO 
Y BbICOKNX CTEH TBONX 
Bbixogutb u3 BOA MOPCKUXx, 
Tak YBUAYMCA MbI BCKOpe, 

A Tenepb nopa Ham B mope; 
Taxek BO3AYX HAM 3eMsIM». 
Bce notom fomonu yun. 


Betep no mopto rynvet 
Vi xopa6nuk NogroHAeT; 
Ou Gexut ce6e B BONHAX 
Ha nogAHATbIX Napycax 
Mumo octTposa kpyroro, 
Mumo ropoga 6onbworo; 
Nywiku c npuctany nanat, 
Kopa6nto npuctatb Benat. 
Npuctaiort kK 3acTaBe rocTu; 
KH93b [BUDOH 30BeT UX B FOCTH, 
Vx wv KopmnuT, “ nouT, 
VU oTseT GepxaTb BENT: 
«4em Bb, rocTuv, Topr Beg“eTe? 
V kyfa Tenepb nnbiBete?» 
Kopa6enbuku B OTBET: 
«Mb! O6bexaNN BECb CBET; 
Toprosanu MbI 6ynatom, 
Yvctbim cepe6pom vu 3naToM, 
Vi Tenepb HaM BbIWweN CpOK; 
A ne*WuT HaM NyTb fanek, 
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Back to gracious Tsar Saltan.» 
«Gentiles,» murmured Prince Guidon 
«May fair breezes speed you on, 
O’er the ocean, o’er the main, 

Back to Tsay Saltan again. 

Yes, and when your tsar you see, 
Give him compliments from me.» 


Bowing low before him, they 

Left the prince and sailed away. 

He, though, hastened to the shore 
Where he met the swan once more; 
Told her that his heart was burning, 
For his sire, his soul was yearning... 
So she drenched him, head to toe. 
In a trice, he shrank, and lo! 

Ere or he could even gasp, 

He had turned into a wasp. 

Then he buzzed, and rapidly 
Overtook the ship at sea; 

Gently settled aft, and stole 

Out of sight into a hole. 


Merrily the breeze is singing, 

O’er the waves a ship is winging 

Past the Island of Buyan 

To the realm of Tsar Saltan. 

Now his longed-for land so dear 
Stands out in the distance, clear. 
Now the ship at anchor rests, 

And the merchants, honoured guests 
Palacewards their footsteps make 
With our gallant in their wake. 

There, in regal raiments, sate 

Tsar Saltan in royal state. 

On his head — his jewelled crown, 
On his face — a pensive frown, 

Near him — royal cook, and weaver 
And their mother, sly deceiver. 

With four eyes, though they be three, 
Stare at him voraciously. 

Tsar Saltan, with royal grace, 

Gave the merchants each his place. 
Then he said: «Now, masters mine — 
Sailed you far across the brine? 

Are things well where you have been? 


Quoth the merchants: «lf you please, 


What strange wonders have you seen?» 
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Mumo ocrTposa Bysxa, 

B uapctso cnaBHoro CantaHa». 
FOBOpUT UM KHA3b Tora: 
«flo6pbii nyTb Bam, rocnoga, 
No mopto no Oxusny 

K cnaBHomy uapto Cantany. 

fla ckaxkuTe >: KHA3b [BU OQOH 
LUunet-e CBO Uaplo NOKNOH». 


TOCTM KHASIO NOKNOHUAMCh, 


Biwi BOH MV B NyTb NycTunnch. 


K MOpto0 KHA3b, a Ne6epb Tam | 
Yk rynAeT NO BONHAM. 


KHA3b ONATb: AYWa-fe NPOCuT... 


Tak UW TAHET VV YHOCMT... 

VU onaTb OHa ero 

Baur o6ppi3rana Bcero. 

TyT OH OYCHb YMEHbLUMINICA, 
LUmenem KHA3b O6OpoTuNcas, 
Noneten uv 3axyrxoKa; 
CygHo Ha Mope forHan, 
NotTuxoHbky onycTunca 


Ha kopmy — UB Wenb 3a6unca. 


Betep Beceno WyMMuT, 
CyaHo Beceno 6exuT 
Mumo octposa Bysxa, 
B wapctseo CnaBHoro Cantana, 
VU KenaHHasw CTpaHa 
Bot yk u3ganu BUDHa. 
Bot Ha Geper Bbiwinn rocTu. 
Llapb CantaH 30BeT Ux B FocTy, 
VU 3a HumMy BO ABOpeL, 
NMoneten Haw yaaneu. 
Buaut, BeCb CuAaA B 3naTe, 
Liapb Canta cugutT B nanatTe 
Ha npectone uv B BeHLe, 
C rpycTHo/ AyMon Ha AML. 
A TKayuxa C noBapuxon, 
C cBatbei 6a60n Ba6bapuxon 
Oxono uapa CugaAT — 
YetbipbmMa BCe THM PNAgAT. 
Llapb CantaH roctei CaxKaet 
3a CBOK CTON uv BONpOoWwaAe;rT: 
«OW BbiI, rocTu-rocnoga, 
lonro nb esaunn? kyga? 
poe at 
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On this isle — a city gay; 


There, each dawn brings in new wonders: 


There, the ocean swells and thunders, 
Breakers, with a mighty roar, 
Foaming, flood its barren shore, 
Leaving, wonderful to see, 

Thirty stalwart knights and three 
All in mail a-gleaming bright 
Marching proudly left and right, 
Each one brave beyond compare 
Tall of stature, young and fair, 

All alike beyond belief; 
Hoary Chernomor, their chief, 
Marches with them from the deep, 
Counts them off, by twos, to keep 
Guard of this fair isle; and they 
Cease patrol nor night nor day. 
Nor can you find guards so true, 
Vigilant and fearless, too. 

Prince Guidon reigns there, and he 
Sends his compliments to thee.» 
Here the tsar said, in amaze: 

«lf but God prolong my days, 

| shall visit this strange isle, 

Guest with this Guidon a while.» 
Silent were the cook and weaver. 
But their mother, sly deceiver, 
Said, as she smiled crookedly: 
«You may think this strange — not we! 
Fancy! Idle mermen play 
Sentry-go on land all day! 

Be this true, or but a lie, 

Nothing strange in this see | — 
Stranger things exist, mark you — 
This report, though, is quite true: 
There’s a young princess, they say, 
That she charms all hearts away. 
Brighter than the sun at noon, 

She outshines the midnight moon, 
In her braids a crescent beams, 
On her brow, a bright star gleams. 
She herself is sweet of face. 

Full of majesty and grace. 

When she speaks, her voice doth seem 
Like the music of a stream. 

That’s a wonder, now, for you — 
Marvellously strange, but true.» 
Wisely, though, the guests prefer 
Not to bandy words with her. 

Tsar Saitan, he waxed most curious, 
Our tsarevich waxed most furious, 
But decided that he’d spare 
Granny’s eyes for her gray hair. 
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[pag Ha OCTpoBe CTOMT, 
Ka>kgobiN DeHb ULeT Tam AMBO: 
Mope s3nyetca 6ypnuso, 
SakunuT, NOAbIMeT BON, 
XnbiHeT Ha Geper nycTon, 
PacnnecHetca B CKopom 6ere — 
VU octaHytcs Ha 6pere 
Tpuvgauatb Tpv Goratpipa, 

B yewye 3naTou ropa, 

Bce kpacaBubi mMonogpbie, 
BenukaHb! yaaipie, 

Bce paBHbl, Kak Ha nop6op; 
Crapbii oApbka YepHomMop 

C HMMV M3 MOPA BbIXOANT 

VU nonapHo ux BbIBO”MT, 
YToGb! OCTPOB TOT XPaHUTb 

Vi no3s0pom o6xonuTb — 

VU To CTpaxku HeT HanexHen, 
Hu xpa6pee, Hu npune>xHen. 
A CUAMT TaM KHA3b FBUDOH; 
OH npucnan Te6e NOKNOH». 
Llapb CantaH AuButca Yyazy. 
«KOU XKUB A TONbKO Gyszy, 
YyAHbI OCTpOB HaBeLlly 

Uy KHASA NOFOLWWy». 
Nosapuxa uv TKayuxa 

Hu ryry — Ho Babapuxa, 
YcCmMeXHYBLUUCb, FrOBOPUT: 
«KTO HaC STMM YauBuT? 
SiON U3 MOPA BbIXOAAT 

V ce6e n030po0m 6pogat! 
NpasBay nb SaroT unn aryt, 
Qiusa A He BUY TYT. 

B ceete €CTb Take Nib ANBa? 
Bot uget Monsa npaBAnBa: 
3a MOpeM LiapeBHa ECTb, 

YTo He MOXKHO a3 OTBECTb: 
nem cBet 6oxui 3aTMeBaeT, 
Houblo 3emnto ocBewaerT, 
Mecau, nog, Kocon 6nectuT, 
A Bo n6y 3Be3ga ropuT. 

A cama-To BenuyaBa, 
BuictynaeT, 6yaTo nasa; 

A Kak pe4b-TO FOBOpyT, 
CnoBHo peyeHbKa *Kypyu'T. 
MonButb MOXHO CNpaBeDsIMBO, 
STO AMBO, Tak YK AUBO». 
Foctu yMHbie monuart: 
Cnoputb c 6a6on He XOTAT. 
Yyay uapb CantaH AuButca — 
A WapeBuy XOTb M 3NuTCcaA, 

Ho xkaneeT OH OY4en 

Crapon 6Ga6ywkKn cBoen: 
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Buzzing like a bumble-bee, 

Round his granny circled he, 

Stung her nose with all his might, 
Raising blisters red and white. 

Panic once more filled the air: 
«Murder! catch that insect there! 
Help! O don’t you let it go! 

Catch it! — hold it! — kill it! — O! 

O, you nasty insect, you! 

Just you wait!» Guidon, though, flew 
Through the casement, o’er the main 
Back to his domain again. 


By the sea, the prince now paces, 
On the blue sea now he gazes, 
Suddenly, before Guidon 

Swam the graceful snow-white swan. 
«Greetings, my fair prince,» said she 
«Why are you So sad, tell me? 

Why are you so dismal, say, 

Like a gloomy, cloudy day?» 

«Grief is gnawing at my breast,» 
Answered Prince Guidon, distressed 
«Every youth has his own bride — 
Only | unmarried bide.» 

«Who is she you wish to wed? 

Tell me, now.» Guidon then said: 
«There’s a fair princess; they say 


That she charms both young and old — 


Brighter than the sun at noon, 
She outshines the midnight moon; 
In her braids, a crescent beams, 
On her brow, a bright star gleams. 
She herself is sweet of face, 

Full of majesty and grace. 


When she speaks, her sweet voice seems 


Like the flow of tinkling streams. 

Is this true, though, or a lie?» 
Anxiously, he waits reply. 

Silently, the snow-white swan 
Pondered; then she said: «Guidon — 
Yes — this maiden | can find; 

But a wife’s no mitten, mind, 

From your lily hand to cast, 

Or unto your belt make fast; 

Listen now to my advice: 

Weigh this matter well — think twice, 
So that on your marriage morrow 
You do not repent in sorrow.» 

Here Guidon with ardour swore 

That he’d thought of this before; 
That ’twas high time he was married, 
Too long single had he tarried; 


OH Hag He *KyXAOKUT, KPyKUTCA — 
Npsmo Ha HOC K He CanuTca, 
Hoc yxanun 6oratbipb: 

Ha HOCYy BCKOYWMN BONDbIPb. 

VU onstb nowmna TpesBora: 
«Mlomorute, pagu Bora! 
Kapayn! nosy, nosn, 

fia nae ero, faBn... 

Bot y>xo! noxKON HEMHOXKO, 
Norogu!..» A LUMEeNb B OKOLUKO, 
Mia cnoKOWHO B CBOK yzen 
Yepes mope noneten. 


KHA3b Y CAHA MOPS XOMMT, 
C CuHA MOpA nas He CBOAMT; 
Tnagb — noBepx Texyyux Bon 
SJle6enb Genas nnpiBeT. 
«SNpaBCTByN, KHA3b Thi MOM NpeKpacubii! 
TO  Tbl TUX, KaK D@Hb HEHACTHbIN? 
Oneyanunca 4Yemy?» —* 
TOBOpuT OHa eMy. 
KHA3b [BUZOH en OTBeYaeT: 
«[pyCTb-TOCKa M@HA CbeaerT: 
JWOQMN *KeHATCH; rsxKy, 
He *KeHaT NULUb A XOXy». 
— «A Koro xe Ha npumMeTe 
Tbl UMeelUb?» — «fla Ha CBeTe, 
CoBopatT, LapeBHa eCTb, 
YTO HE MOXKHO Nas OTBECTb. 
xem cBet 6Goxuii 3atTmeBaerT, 
Houblo 3emsto OCBeUaeT — 
Mecau nog Koco’ 6nectuT, 
Aso n6y 3Be3ga ropuT. 
A cama-To BenuyaBa, 
BuictynaeT, 6yATo naBa; 
Cnagky pe4b-TO roBopmuT, 
ByaTo peyeHbka XKypynT. 
TonbkKO, NONHO, NpaBAa Mb 9TO?» 
KHA3b CO CTpaxoM xeT OTBETA. 
Jle6enb SGenan MONYUT 
VU, nogymas, roBpoput: 
«fla! Takan eECTb AeBNLa. 
Ho eHa He pykaBua: 
C 6enoi pyyku He CTPAXHELUIb 
fla 3a nosc He 3aTKHEelWb. 
Ycnyxy Te6e coBpeTOoM — 
Cnyuwaii: 060 Bcem 06 3TOM 
Nopa3azymai Tei nyTem, 
He packantbca 6 NOTOM». 
KHA3b Npeg Helo CTan 6oxUNTbCA, 
UTo nopa EMy *XeHUTLCA, 
4To 06 3T0om O60 BceM 
Nepezyman OH nyTem; 
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That for this princess so fair 

He would any perils dare, 

Sacrifice his very soul, 
Barefoot, walk right to the pole. 
Sighing thoughtfully, the swan 
Murmured: «Why so far, Guidon? 
Know, your future bride is here — 
1am that princess, my dear.» — 
Then she spread her wings, to soar 
O’er the waves towards the shore. 
There, amid a clump of trees, 
Folded them with graceful ease, 
Shook herself, and then and there 
Turned into a maiden fair — 

In her braids, a crescent beamed, 
On her brow, a bright star gleamed; 
She was sweet in form and face, 
Full of majesty and grace. 

When she spoke, her sweet voice seemed 
Like the flow of tinkling streams. 
He embraced the fair princess, 
Folded her unto his breast. 

Hand in hand with her he sped 

To his mother dear, and said, 


4To roToB AYWOW CTpacTHON 
3a WapeBHOIO NpeKpacHon 
OH NeWKOM “ATH OTCeNb 
XOTb 3a TPUDEBATb 3EMENb. 
Jlie6enb TyT, B3M0xHyB rny6oKo, 
Monsuna: «Sauem panéKo? 
3Haiu, Gnuska cynb6a TBO, 
Benb uapesHa 3Ta — 2», 

TyT OHA, B3MAXHYB KpbINaMnM, 
Nonetena Hag, BONHaMU 

VU Ha 6eper C BbICOTBI 
Onyctunaca B KYCTbI, 
Bctpenenynacb, OTPAXHyNaCcb 
VU uapeBsHon o6epHynact: 
Mecau, nog, Koco’ 6nectuT, 
A Bo n6y 3Be3ga ropuT; 

A cama-To BenuyaBa, 
Buictynaet, S6ynTo nasa; 

A Kak pe4b-TO roBopuT, 
CnoBHo peyeHbKa KypUuT. 
KHaA3b WAapeBHy OOHUMAET, 

K 6enon rpyau npywxKumaet 
VU Beet ee CKopen 

K mMunow MaTyLuKe CBoen. 
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Falling on his bended knees: 
«Mother darling — if you please, 

! have chosen me a bride — 

She will be your love and pride, 
Your consent we crave to wed; 
And your blessing, too,» he said — 


KHA3b ei B HOTU, YMONAA: 
«CocyfapbinA-pogHaa! 
Bui6pan a *eHy ce6e, 
Doub nocnywHyto Te6e. 
Npocum o6a paspelieHba, 
Teoero 6narocnoBeHbaA: 


3 


Tb! neTev Gnarocnosu 

>Kutb B CoBeTe MV m06Bn». 
Hag, rnaBoto ux NOKOpHON 
MatTb C UKOHON YyHOTBOPHON 
Cne3bi NbeT UW FOBOPpMT: 

«Bor Bac, fe TW, HarpagyT». 
KHa3b He gonro co6upanca, 
Ha tiapeBHe O6BeHYaNcA; 


«Bless our marriage, so that we 
Live in love and harmony.» 

O’er the kneeling pair, she stands, 
Holy icon in her hands, 

Smiling through her happy tears, 
Saying: «God bless you, my dears.» 
Prince Guidon did not delay — 
They were married that same day, 
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he Settled down, a happy pair, Cranu xUTb fa NOXKUBAaTb, 2 
Pe Lacking nothing but an heir. Ala npunnopa nompKuaat. =f 
Ne = 
ee Breezes o’er the ocean play, - ert sot” ‘5 
ow Speed a barque upon its way; on ni = oe ese = 
< Sails all spread, it skims the seas, 4 s) 
y= Running swiftly ‘fore the breeze, in nce <— i 
ee Past a craggy island, where ei epemeaconmaenltt | 
le : Stands a city proud and fair. yuku c npuctany = ee A 
he Cannons with a mighty roar : eh 
teat , Kopa6nio NpucTaTb BenaT. { 

ny Bid the merchants put to shore. : 
ls When the merchants land, Guidon De 

fg ; : i KHASb [BUQOH 3OBeT UX B FOCTH. 

ey, Bids them be his guests anon; Quueman 

we. ; ; pMuT, “nowt, 
} = Feasts them first with meat and wine, Vi oTBeT MepxaTb BeNMT: 
bee th he se, te Wa mine — «4em Bbl, rOCcTU, Topr BeneTe 

a Cl iS Whe yO ee VU kya Tenepb nnbiBeTe?» 
5 Whither bound and whence you hail?» Keane : 
| ane : pa6enbUiMky B OTBET: 
oa Said the merchants: «lf you please, «Mbt oGbexanv BeCb CBET 
ce We have sailed the seven seas, Topropanu Mbi Hefapom 

~) Contraband, prince, was our ware, HeykasaHHbiM TOBapOM; 

I; < And our profits — rich and rare, A next HaM nyTb ganek: 

hey | We have far to travel yet — Bocsoscn Ha BOCTOK, 

> Homewards — East — our course is set, Mumo octposa Bysxa, 

eZ Past the Island of Buyan, B uapcTso cnasHoro Cantata». 


c 


an «Gentiles,» murmured Prince Guidon — «flo6ppli nyTb Bam, rocnoga 
p , . ee ? ’ 
cae «May fair breezes speed you on, lo mopio no OxusaHy 

ie O’er the ocean, o’er the main, K cnasHomy uapio Cantany; 
yo Back to Tsar Saltan again. fla Hanomuute emy, 

be Pray remind your tsar from me, Tocynapio cBoemy: 


That his gracious majesty K Ham OH B rocTu OGewanca, 
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Said he’d visit us some day; 

We regret his long delay. 

Give him my regards.» Thereon 
Off the merchants went. Guidon 
This time stayed with his fair bride, 
Never more to leave her side. 
Merrily the breeze is singing, 

O’er the waves a ship is winging 


A pocene He co6panca — 
LUnto emy A CBOU NOKIOH». 
[Octu B NyTb, a KHA3b FBUDOH 
fioma Ha cei pas octanca 
VU c KeHO!O HE paccTanca. 


Betep Beceno LwyMMT, 
CyfHo Beceno 6eKuT 


Tie gay attaches 


sae pee 


t 


B | 


Py! 


_—_——__+ 


see 


Corey e 


’ 
' 


f 


=  —- a ee 


Jy et Dy i Jy ey 


ar gt 
XQ 


ee ee ee 
 ——_-s 


ere 
yietliy 


— 


. > ye Tye Tyg Wiss yee 


tye dye ty'¢ rats ya 


Past the Island of Buyan 

To the realm of Tsar Saltan. 

Now his longed-for land, so dear, 
Stands out in the distance, clear. 
Now each merchant is the guest 

Of the tsar, by his behest. 

On his royal throne of state, 

Crowned in glory, there he sate, 
While the royal cook, and weaver, 
And their mother, sly deceiver, 

With four eyes, though they be three, 
Stared at him voraciously. 

Tsar Saltan, with royal grace, 

Gave the merchants each his place. 
Then he said: «Now, masters mine — 
Sailed you far across the brine? 

Are things well where you have been? 
What strange wonders have you seen?» 
Quoth the merchants: «lf you please, 


_ We have sailed the seven seas. 


Peace reigns overseas, serene. 
There, we saw this wondrous scene: 
On an island, far away, 

Stands a city grand and gay — 
Churches tall with golden domes, 
Gardens green, and stately homes. 
Near its palace grows a fir 

In whose shade, O royal sir, 
Stands a crystal house; and there 
Dwells a squirrel strange and rare, 
Full of frolic; all day long, 

Cracking nuts, its sings a song. 
Nuts, most wondrous to behold — 
Shells of purest yellow gold, 

All its kernels — emeralds bright. 
Sentries guard it day and night. 
There we saw another wonder — 
Every morn, the breakers thunder 
And the waves, with mighty roar, 
Overflow the barren shore, 
Leaving, wonderful to see, 

Thirty stalwart knights and three. 
Each one brave beyond compare, 
Tall of stature, young and fair. 

All in mail a-gleaming bright, 
Marching proudly left and right; 

All alike beyond belief, 

Led by Chernomor, their chief. 

Nor will you find guards so true, 
Vigilant and fearless, too. 

at ee i ai in glory, 


Mumo octposa Byauxa, 

K tapctey cnaBHoro Cantaxa, 
VU 3Hakomas cTpaHa 

BoT yx u3ganv BuaHa. 

Bot Ha 6eper Bbitunu roctn. 


Llapb CantaH 30BeT ux B rocTu, 


Toctn sugar: BO ABOpLe 

Llapb CuauT B CBOeM BeHLe. 

A Tkayuxa Cc noBapuxon, 

C cBatben 6a60nu Ba6apuxon 
Oxono uapsa cups, 

YetTbipbma BCe Ton nagar. 
Llapb CantaH roctei caxaet 
3a CBOU CTON u BONpOoWwae;rT: 
«On BbI, FoCcTU-rocnoga, 
Aonro nb e3snunn? kyna? 
JlaQHO Nb 3a MOPeM MNb xyf0? 
Vi kakoe B cBeTe 4yf0?» 
Kopa6enbuinku B OTBeT: 

«Mb! O6bexanu BECb CBeT; 

3a MOpeM XMTbe HE xyf0, 

B cBetTe BOT Kakoe 4yf0: 
Octpos Ha Mope nexxKuT, 

pag Ha OCTpoBe cTouT, 

C 3natTornaBbimMu WepKBamy, 
C Tepemamu u cagamnu; 

Ent pacteT nepea ABOPLIOM, 
A nog, Hei xpycTanbHbii DOM: 
Benka B HEM XUBeT py4Hag, 
Ma yyaecHuua Kakaa! 

Benka neceHku noet 

Mia opewiku Bcé rpbiseT; 

A opewku He npoctpie, 
Ckxopnynbi-to 30noTbie. 

Agpa — yucrTbii u3sympygv; 
Benky xonat, Geperyt. 

Tam ewe apyroe AMBO: 

Mope s3ayetca 6ypnuso, 
SakunuT, nopbimeT BON, 
XnbiHeT Ha Geper nycton, 
PacnnecHetTcs B Ckopom Gere, 
VU ouyratca Ha Opere, 

B yewye, Kak «ap rops, 
Tpuguatb Tpv Gorateips, 

Bce kpacasBub! yfanble, 
BenukaHb! Monogpie, 

Bce pasBubl, Kak Ha nog6o0p — 
C Humy anabKa Yep 
VU Tou cTpaxu 
Hu xpa6pee, Hr 
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Gaze on her — you'll never tire. 
Brighter than the sun at noon, 
She outshines the midnight moon; 
In her braids, a crescent beams, 
On her brow, a bright star gleams. 
Prince Guidon sends his respects, 
Bade us say he still expects 

You to visit him one day 

And regrets your long delay.» 

All impatient, Tsar Saltan 

Gave command his fleet to man, 
But the royal cook, and weaver, 
And their mother, sly deceiver, 
Did their best to keep their tsar 
From this wondrous isle so far. 
He, to their persuasions deaf, 
Bade the women hold their breath. 
«l’m your tsar and not a child!» 
Shouted he in passion wild — 
«We will sail today. No more!» _ 
Stamped his foot and slammed the door. 


From his casement, silently, 
Prince Guidon gazed at the sea. 
Scarce a ripple stirred the deep . 
As it sighed as though in sleep. 
On the far horizon blue 

Sails came one by one in view. 
Tsar Saltan’s fleet, at long last, 
O’er the seas was Sailing fast. 

At this sight, Guidon rushed out, 
Uttering a mighty shout: 


. : «Mother dear, come hither, do — 


You, my fair princess, come too — 
Only look out yonder — there 

Sails my father, | declare!» 

Through his spyglass, Prince Guidon 
Sees the royal fleet sail on; 


J While on deck, his father stands, 


Spygiass also in his hands. 

With him are the cook, and weaver, 
And their mother, sly deceiver; 
Wonder in their gaze, they stare 
At this isle so strange and fair. 

In salute the cannons roared, 
Carols sweet from belfries soared. 
To the shore Guidon then ran, 
There to welcome Tsar Saltan, 
And the royal cook, and weaver, 
eir mother, sly deceiver. 
rds the tsar led he 
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Mecay nog kocoh 6nectur, 

A Bo n6y 3Be3fa ropnuT. 

KHa3b [Bug0OH TOT ropog npaBut, 
Bcnk ero ycepaAHo CnaBuT; 

OH npucnan Te6e noknoH, 

fia te6e neHseT OH: 

K HamM-ge B roctu oGeuwjanca, 

A mocene He co6parica». 
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TyT yk Liapb He yTepnen, 
CHapsgutb OH dnoT Benen. 
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A TKaunxa C NoBapuxon, ~ 
C cBpatbei Ga60i/ Ba6apuxon 7 
He xoTAT apa NYCTUTb =a 
YynHbI OCTPOB HaBeECTUTb. S| 
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Ho CantaH um He BHYMaeT 

Vi kak pas ux yHumaerT: 

«4TO A? Wapb unn AUTA? — 
TOBOPMT OH He LWYTA — 

HpiHye % egy!» — TyT OH TONHyN, 
Bpilwen BOH 4 ABepbio xnonHyn. 
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He WYMuT OHO, He xNeWwe;r, 
Jiviuub enBa-epABa Tpenewe’rT. 
VU B nasopesBonw panu 
Nokasanucb Kopabnu: 
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Nog oKHOM [sBug0H cugnT, a 
Monya Ha Mope rnagur: 4 
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No paBHuHam OxusHa *, 
Enet dnot uapa Cantaua. mt 
KHa3b FBUDOH Torna BCKOUNN, ytd) 
TpomornacHo Bosonun: =| 
«Matywka Mon pogHaa! oY 
all 


Tobi, KHATMHA MONOgaa! 
Mocmotpu te BbI Tyfa: 
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Enet 6atTiowKka ciofa». J 
@noT yx K OCTpoBy No”xXonMT. a, 
KHa3b [eugOH Tpy6y HaBoguT: a ay 


a 


a 


2 


Llapb Ha nany6e cTouT 

V 8 Tpy6y Ha Hux PAAgHKT; 
C HMM TKayNxa C NOBapuxon, 
C cpatTbei 6a60/ Babapuxon; 
Yausnsaorca one 
He3HakOMon CTOpOoHe. 
Pa3om nywku 3anannunu; 
B KONOKONbHAX 3a3BOHMNN; 
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Sentries, clad in armour bright. 
Tsar Saltan looked on to see 

Thirty stalwart knights and three — 
Each one brave beyond compare, 
Tall of stature, young and fair, 

All alike beyond belief, 

Led by Chernomor, their chief. 
Then he reached the courtyard wide, 
Where a lofty fir he spied. 

In its shadow — lo, behold, 
Cracking nuts of solid gold, 

Sat a little squirrel, singing, 
Emeralds into sacklets flinging. 
Golden nutshells lay around 

On the spacious courtyard ground. 
Further on the guests now press, 
Meet the wonderful princess: 

In her braids, a crescent beams, 
On her brow, a bright star gleams; 
She is sweet of form and face, 

Full of majesty and grace, 

Tsar Saltan’s own wife beside her. 
He gazed.on and recognised her. 
And his heart began to leap, 

«Am | dreaming in my sleep?» 
Gasped the tsar in stark surprise, 
Tears a-streaming from his eyes, 
He embraced his wife in pride, 
Kissed his son, his son’s fair bride; 
Then they all sat down to feast 
Where their laughter never ceased, 
While the cook, and royal weaver, 
And their mother, sly deceiver, 

Fled and hid beneath the stairs 

But were dragged out by their hairs. 
Weeping, each her crimes confessed, 
Begged forgiveness, beat her breast. 
So the tsar, in his great glee 

Sent them home across the sea, 
Late at night, with tipsy head, 

Tsar Saltan was put to bed. 

| drank beer and mead there — yet 
Only got my whiskers wet. 


Bce Tenepb ugyT B NanarTb!: 

Y BopoT 6nucraloT Nati, 

VU cTOAT B rnasax WapsA 
Tpvguatb Tov 6oratpips, 

Bce Kpacasubi Monog”bie, 
BenukaHb! yaanbie, 

Bce paBHbi, Kak Ha nogAGop, 

C HuMu pAgbKa YepHomop. 
Llapb cTynun Ha ABOp WMpoKui: 
Tam nog, EnkOlo BbICOKONU 
Benka neceHky noerT, 

SONnOTOK Opex rpbi3zeT, 
U3ympyfeu, BbIHMMaeT 

VU 6 mewoyexk onycKaeT; 

VU 3acesH gBop G6onbwon 
S3onoToto cKopnynon. 

Toctu fane — Toponnuso 
CmotTpat — Y4TO KX? KHATMHA — OMBO: 
Nog Kocov nyHa GnectuT, 
Aso n6y 3Be3ga ropuT: 

A cama-To Benuyasa, 
BoictynaetT, 6yaTo nasa, 

VU cBeKpOBb CBO!IO BefeT. 
Liapb rnagut — uv y3HaeT... 

B Hem B3birpano peTuBoe! 
«4To A Buy? YTO Takoe? 
Kak!» — vv fyx B HEM 3aHANca... 
Llapb cnesamu sanunca, 
O6HumaeT OH WapuLly, 

VU cbiHKa, “ MOnOgNuy, 

U capATcaA BCe 3a CTON; 

VU secenbiA” nup nowen. 

A TKaynxa C noBapuxon, 

C cBatbeii 6a6on Ba6bapnxon 
Pas6ex«anucb no yrnam; 

Vx Halu Hacuny Tam. 

TyT BO BCEM OHM NpUsHaNnCch, 
NoBununnch, paspbiganucn; 
Llapb ana pagoctu Takon 
OtnyctTun Bcex Tpex JOMOM. 
Herb npowen — uapv CantaHa 
YnoxusU Cnatb BNONNbAHA. 

A Tam 6bin; Mega, nuBo nun — 
V ycbi nuwWb O6mounn. 
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: - THE TALE OF THE DEAD PRINCESS 
i x. AND THE SEVEN KNIGHTS 
= 
" wt = 
"y 
eas ith his suite the Tsar departed. 
ea _. « The Tsaritsa tender-hearted 
Ry Of A) At the window sat alone, 
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2 SED § Wishing he would hurry home. 
All day every day she waited, 

Gazing till her dedicated 

Eyes grew weak from overstrain, 
Gazing at the empty plain. 

Not a sign of her beloved! 

Nothing but the snow-flakes hurried ~ 
Heaping drifts upon the lea. 

Earth was white as white could be. 
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Kept her vigil unabated. 

Then from God on Christmas Eve 
She a daughter did receive. 

Next day early in the morning, 
Love and loyalty rewarding, 

Home again from travel far 

Came at last the father-Tsar. 

One fond glance at him she darted, 
Gasped for joy with thin lips parted 
Then fell back upon her bed 

And by prayer-time was dead: 
Long the Tsar sat lonely, brooding. 
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Nine long months she sat and waited, 


sf 


| 


“ay 


YO 4 


Vee SV NY 


CKA3KA O MEPTBOWM LIAPEBHE 
VU O CEMK BOTATbIPAX 


4c oh. Lh OC 


Vv 


As 
Via 


| Pb C LApNuetO NpocTunca, 


; a B nyTb-gopory cHapagunca, rol 
1 VU wapuua y OKHa 4 ’ 
Yas Cena «MaTb ero opHa. >. 


CmotpuT B none, uaa O4N tA 
Pas6bonenncb rnngio4wn ms 
C 6enon 30pn BO HOU; 
He Bufatb Munoro ~Apyra! 
TonbKO BUAMT: BbeTCA BbiOra, \ 
CuHer Banutca Ha nons, 

Boa 6eneweHbka 3emna. 

Alepatb MeCALIEB NPOXOAUT, 

C nona rnas OHa He CBOAMT. 

BoT B COYeNbHUK B CaMbii, B HOYUb 
Bor paet uapuue 0b. . 
PaHo YTPOM rocTb KenaHHbin, 
Devt Vv HOY Tak DONO *BaHHbIi, 
Usaaneva HakoHel 

Bopotunca Wapb-oTeu. 

Ha Hero OHa B3rnAHyna, 
TarxKenelWweHbKO B3GOxHyNa, 
BocxuujeHbs He CHECNa 

Vk o6eaHe ym 
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Was a born Tsaritsa — youthful, NpaBay mMonsutb, Monoguua >= 
Slim, tall, fair to look upon, YX WU BNPAMb 6bINAa Lapnua: s { 
Clever, witty — and so on. Boeicoka, cTpoiua, 6ena, , . 
But she was in equal measure Vs ymMom u BCeM B3sa—na; . 
Stubborn, haughty, wilful, jealous. Ho 3aTo ropza, nomnvea, rs 15 
In her dowry rich and vast CsoeHpasHa VM pesHuea. a | 
Was a little looking-glass. Ev 8 npugaHoe DaHO SF 
It had this unique distinction: Baino 3epkKanbue OAHO; “1 
It could speak with perfect diction. CsoucTso 3epkanbue umMeno: ,»> 
Only with this glass would she [OBOpuTb OHO ymeno. . | 
In a pleasant humour be. C HMM ODHUM OHA G6bINa ; 
Many times a day she’d greet it Ho6popywna, Becena, . : 
And coquettishly entreat it: C HMM NpuBetnuBo WyTuna P| 
«Tell me, pretty looking-glass, VU, Kpacyscb, ropopuna: 7 ‘ 
Nothing but the truth, | ask: «CBeT MOU, 3epKanbue! CkaKn x 
Who in all the world is fairest ia Bclo npaBay ponoxnu: ir aI 
And has beauty of the rarest?» A nb Ha CBeTe BCex Munee, ’ 
And the looking-glass replied: Bcex pymanen u Genee?» S| 
«You, it cannot be denied. - V ev 3epkanbue B OTBeET: . e 
You in all the world are fairest «Tbl, KOHEYHO, CNOpy HeT; . 
And your beauty is the rarest.» Tbl, uapvua, BCex Munee, 4 
The Tsaritsa laughed with glee, Bcex pymaHen u 6enee». ‘ 
Shrugged her shoulders merrily, VU uapuua xoxoTaTb, a 
Puffed her cheeks and bat her eyelids, V nneyamn noxKumatb, fan | 
Flicked her fingers coyly, slyly, VU nogamuruBatb rnasamnu, 
Pranced around with hand on hips, VU npuwenkusatb nepctamnu, s 
Arrogance upon her lips. VU Bepteteca nog6oyacp, si 
All this time the Tsar’s own daughter Fopao B 3epkKanbue rnagscb. . | 
Quietly, as Nature taught her, ; r <4 | 
Grew and grew, and came quite soon Ho uapesHa Monogaa, © 2 ~ | 
Like a flower into bloom: TUXOMONKOM pacLiBeTan, 4 
Raven-browed, of fair complexion, Mey Tem pocna, pocna, ? | 
Breathing kindness and affection. NogHanach — uv pacuBena, \ > = 
And the choice of fiance Benonuua, yepHo6posa, he 4] ‘ 
Lighted on Prince Yelisei. Hpasy kpotkoro Takoro. 4 5 
Suit was made. The Tsar consented Vi KeHUX CbICKasICA en, » 
And her dowry was indented: Koponesuy Enncen. “ 1 
Seven towns with weaithy store, Csat npvexan, Wapb fan cnoso, . 
Mansion-houses — sevenscore. A npugaroe rotoso: et 

Cemb Toprosbix ropon0B x | 
On the night before the wedding fia cTO COpoK Tepemos. 4 = 
For a bridal party dressing im 
The Tsaritsa, time to pass, Ha feBu4HUK CO6upaach, " 
Chatted with her looking-glass: Bot uwapuua, HapsKaAcb > 
«Who in all the world is fairest Nepeg 3epkanbuem CBOuM, ST 
And has beauty of the rarest?» Nepemonsunaca c HUM: ‘ 
Then what did the glass reply? «S| Nb, CKa>KY MHe, BCeX munee, es 
«You are fair, | can’t deny. Bcex pymaHen nu Genee?» > 
But the Princess is the fairest UTo xe 3epKanbue B OTBeET? (ee 
And her beauty is the rarest.» «Tbi npeKpacHa, Cnopy HeT; : 
Up the proud Tsaritsa jumped. Ho uapesHa Bcex mMunee, ? 
On the table how she thumped, Bcex pymsHei u Genee». 
Angrily the mirror slapping, Kak Wapnua OTNPbIrHeT, . 


Slipper heel in fury tapping! 

«O you loathsome looking-glass, 
Telling lies as bold as brass! 

By what right is she my rival? 

Such young folly | shall bridle. 

So she’s grown up — me to spite! 
Little wonder she’s so white: 

With her bulging mother gazing 

At that snow — what’s so amazing! 
Now look here, explain to me 

How can she the fairer be? 

Scour this realm of ours and seek well, 
Nowhere shall you find my equal. 

Is not that the truth?» she cried. 

Still the looking-glass replied: 

«But the Princess is the fairest 

And her beauty is the rarest.» 

The Tsaritsa burst with spite, 

Hurled the mirror out of sight 
Underneath the nearest cupboard 
And when breath she had recovered 
Summoned Smudge, her chamber maid, 


Zia kak pyuky 3amaxnHerT, 

Mia no 3epKanbuy Kak xnonHerT, 
Ka6ny4KOmM-TO Kak nputonHe§rT.. 
«AX Thi, Mep3skoe CTeKsIO! 

OTO Bpelub Thi MHE Hasno. 

Kak TAraTbCA ei CO MHOIO? 
AB HEN Aypb-TO ycnoKowW. 
Buuwib Kakaan nogpocna! 

V He auBo, 4TO Gena: 

Matb 6ploxatas cugena 

fia Ha CHer NMWWb Mu rnagena! 
Ho ckaxkKu: KaK MOXXHO er 
BbiTb BO BCEM MeHA MUNen? 
Npu3sHaBaica: Bcex A kpawe. 
O6oinu Bcé WapCTBO Hawe, 
XOTb BECb MNP; MHE POBHOM HET. 
Tak nu?» Sepkanblie B OTBET: 
«A WapeBHa BCe XK musiee, 

Bcé x pymaHei u Genee». 
Mlenatb He'iero. Ona, 

YepHonu 3aBucTu nonua, 
Bpocus 3epkanbue nog NaBky, 
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iS m And to her instructions gave: Nossana k ce6e YepHaeky ie : 
- «Take the Princess to the forest, VU HakasbiBaeT en, | 
A. Bind her hand and foot and forehead CeHHOW DeByluke CBoen, sc > 
v. To a tree! When wolves arrive BecTb WapeBHy B rnylub NeECHy!oO in 
i, Let them eat the girl alive!» VU, cBA3aB ee, KNByI0 if ‘ 
x Woman's wrath would daunt the devil! Mog COCHOKM OCTaBuTb Tam > 
{- Protest was no use whatever. Ha cbegenHue Bonkam. 's " 
rm Soon the Princess left with Smudge at 
ne = For the woods. So far they trudged Yept nu cnagut c 6a60i rHeBHOn? ie 2 
e That the Princess guessed the reason. Cnoputb Hexyero. C uapeBHOoN =< 
= Scared to death by such foul treason, Bot YepHaska B nec noua k 
Zn Loud she pleaded: «Spare my life! VU B Taky!0 Danb cBena, i 
ha Innocent of guilt am I! UTo uapesHa AOrafanach, ‘ | 
j . 
x Do not kill me, | beseech you! VU no cmepTy ucnyranacp, > 
fa" And when ! become Tsaritsa VU B3mMonunact: «Kn3Hb Mos! Me | 
i. I shall give you rich reward.» B 4em, CK@kU, BUHOBHAa A? s 
i o Smudge, who really loved her ward, He ry6u mexa, gesuua! re > 
Las Being loth to kill or bind her, A kak 6yay A uapuua, SS") 
.. Let her go, remarking kindly: A noxanyio Te6A». es 
ee «God be with you! Do not moan!» Ta, B Aywe ee m06a, . 
L. , And, this said, went back alone. He y6una, He cBasana, >, 
Koy «Well?» demanded the Tsaritsa, Otnyctuna uv cKasana: > 
r s «Where’s that pretty little creature?» «He kpyyuHeca, Bor c To60nm». Me | 
a «In the forest on her own,» A cama npuwna fomon. a 
iid F Smudge replied. «And there she'll stay. «4To? — cKasana ei Wapuua,— A 
ip To a tree | firmly lashed her. [oe kpacaBuiia-feBsuua?» — S a| 
a When a hungry beast attacks her «Tam, B necy, CTONT OAHa,— f . 
Pa She'll have little time to cry OtpeyaeT eu OHa,— " 
k= And the quicker she shall die!» Kpenko CBA3aHb! ei NOKTY; 7 + 
ear Nonagetca 3Bepto B KOrTN, > 
t" ul Rumour spread and caused a panic: MexHbwe 6yfeT ei Tepnetb, b 
he «What, the Tsar’s own daughter vanished!» Jlerye 6GypeT ymeperTb». ? 11 
Ce Mournful was the Tsar that day. > 
li 2 But the young Prince Yelisei VU monsa TpesBoHuTb cTana: ea 
| . "Y Offered God a fervent prayer Houka WwapcKas nponana! A ; 
| , And departed then and there TyxuT GepHbI Uapb no Hen. " - 
r To seek out and homeward guide Koponesuy Enucen, = | 
& His sweet-tempered, youthful bride. Nomonsacb ycepaHo Bory, ~~ 
rv Meanwhile his young bride kept walking Otnpasnaretca B AOpory ‘ 
i ‘i Through the forest-until morning, 3a KpacaBuuen-aywon, - <5 
'€ Vague as to her whereabouts. 3a HEBECTONM MONnOgON. > 
. he Suddenly she spied a house. ® | 
‘* Out a dog ran growling, yapping, Ho HeBecta monogaa, gig 
= Then sat down, his tail tap-tapping. lo 3apu B necy 6nyxgzaa, > 
~~ At the gate there was no guard. Me>kay Tem BCé Lua fa wna ’ | 
> All was quiet in the yard. VU Ha Tepem Ha6pena. 7 
g Close at heel the good dog bounded En HaBcTpeyy nec, 3sanas, ‘ 
» . As the Princess slowly mounted Npu6ex*an uv CMONK, urpas; , 
< Stairs to gain the living floor, B sopota sowna ona, 
SF Turned the ring upon the door. Ha nogBopbe TuWwnHa. . 
\P . Silently the door swung open Nec 6exuT 3a Hei, NacKkasich, ” 
i And before her eyes unfolded A uapesua, nog6upasncb, 
H 4 A bright chamber: all around NogyuAnacsa Ha KpPbibuoO s 
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Benches strewn with rugs she found, 
Board of oak beneath the ikon 

And a stove with tiles to lie on. 

To the Princess it was clear | 
Kindly folk were dwelling here 

Who would not deny her shelter. 
No-one was at home, however. 

So she set to, cleaned the pans, 
Made the whole house spick and span, 
Lit a candle in the corner, 

Fed the fire to be warmer, 

Climbed onto the platform bed 
There to lay her sleepy head. 

Dinner time. The yard resounded, 
Horses stamped and men dismounted. 
Thick-moustached and ruddy-skinned, 
Seven lusty Knights walked in. 

Said the Eldest: «How amazing! 

All so neat! The fire blazing! 
Somebody’s been cleaning here 
And is waiting somewhere near. 
Who is there? Come out of hiding! 
Be a friend in peace abiding! 

If you’re someone old and hoar, 

Be our uncle evermore! 

If you’re young and love_a scuffle, 
We'll embrace you as a brother. ° 

If a venerable dame, 

Then shall ’mother’ be your name. 

If a maiden fair, we'll call you 

Our dear sister and adore you.» 


So the Princess rose, came down 
To the Seven Knights and bowed, 
Her good wishes emphasising, 
Blushing and apologising 

That to their delightful home 
Uninvited she had come. 


- Straight they saw her speech bore witness 


To the presence of a Princess. 

So they cleared a corner seat, 
Offered her a pie with meat, 

Filled a glass with wine and served it 
On a tray, as she deserved it. 

But the glass of heady wine 

She politely did decline 

And the pie she broke with caution, 
Savouring a tiny portion. 

Pleading she was very tired, 

Soon she gracefully retired 

And the Seven Knights conveyed her 
To the best and brightest chamber 
And, away as they did creep, 

She was falling fast asleep. 


VU B3Anaca 3a KONbLO; 

Aigepb THXOHbKO OTBOPUNAaCh. 
Vi wapesHa oyyTunacb 

B cseTnow ropHuue; kpyrom 
JlaBku, KpbiTble KOBPOM, 

Nog cBaAteimu cton py6osbiii, 
Neb C nexKaHKON U3spa3LLOBOH. 
Bugaut fesuuia, YTO TYT 

SJiiogu AoGppie xuByT; 

SHaTb, He 6yfeT eH OOUAHO. 
Huxoro Mex TeM He BUDHO. 
Oiom uapesHa o6owna, 

Bcé nopsgkom y6pana, 
Sacsetuna Bory cBeuky, 
SatTonuna *apKo neuky, 

Ha nonatu sso06panacb 

VU THXOHbKO ynernacb. 


Yac o6ena npu6nuxanca, 
TonoT no ABOpy pa3yzanca: 
Bxogst cemb Ooratpipen, 

Cemb PyMaHbIx ycayen. 
Crapwui monsun: «4To 3a aAuBo! 
Bcé Tak YMCTO UW KpacuBo. 
KTOo-TO TepemM npu6upan 

fia xo3neB nomKugan. 

KtTo xe? Bbifb u noKaxnca, 

C Hamu 4eCTHO NosApyxKnca. 
KONb Thi CTapbid 4eENOBeK, 
Osnen 6yfeulb HaM HaBeK. 
Konu napeHb Thi PyMAHbIN, 
Bpateu, 6ygZewb HaM Ha3BaHbii/. 
Konb cTapywka, 6OyOb HaM MaTb, 
Tak W CTaHeM Besiuuath. 

Konu KpacHas pesuua, 

Byfb HaM MUNaA CeCTpULIa». 


VU uapesHa K HAM Cowna, 
YecTb xO3AAM OTZaNAa, 
B nosc HH3KO NOKNOHMNACb; 
SakpaCcHeBWHchb, U3BUHMNACb, 
YTo-fe B FOCTV K HMM 3awna, — 
XoTb 3BaHa UW He Gpina. 
Buur no peun Te cndsHany, 
YTo uapeBHy NpYHuMaNn; 
Ycagunu B yronoK, 
NMogHocunu nupoxoK, 
Piomky nonHy HanuBasin, 
Ha nogHoce nogasann. 
OT 3eneHOoro BUHA 
OtTpekanaca ona; 
Nupoxok NVWb pasnomnna, 
fla kycoyexk npuKkycuna, 
VU c foporu OTAbIXaTb 
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Days flew by — the Princess living 
All the time without misgiving 

In the forest, never bored 

With the Seven Knights abroad. 
Darkness would the earth still cover 
When at dawn the seven brothers 
Would ride out to try their luck 
With a long-bow, shooting duck, 
Or to ply their sword in battle. 

And a Saracen unsaddle, 
Headliong at a Tartar go, 

Chop his head off at a blow, 

Or give chase to a Circassian, 
From the forest send him dashing. 
She, as lady of the house, 

Rose much later, moved about 
Dusting, polishing and cooking, 
Never once the Knights rebuking. 
They, too, never chided her. 

Days flew by like gossamer. 


And in time they grew to love her. 
Thereupon all seven brothers 
Shortly after dawn one day 

To her chamber made their way 


And the Eldest Knight addressed her: 


«As you know, you are our sister. 
But all seven of us here 

Are in love with you, my dear, 

And we all desire your favours. 

But that must not be, God save us! 


Find some way to give us peace! 
Be a wife to one at least, 
To the rest remain a sister! 


PEPPER (2 PASI IG 


OTnpocunacb Ha KPOBaTb. be 
OtTsenuv OHV DeBUUYy 

Bsepx Bo cBeTnylo CBeTNNLy 

Vi octasunu opny, 

OTXOAALUYy!O KO CHY. 


Qebb 3a DHEM UDeT, MenbKaa, 
A uapeBHa mMonogan 
Bcé B necy, He CKyYHO ei 
Y cemy 6oratbipen. 
Nepea yrpeHHei 3apero 
Bpatba 2pyxKHoro Tonno10 
BbiesKaloT norynatb, 
Cepbix yToK nocTpenstb, 
Pyky npasyto noTewuTb, 
CopouunHa B none cnewutb, 
Vinb Gawky C LUMpOoKUXx nneYy 
Y TaTapuna OTCeYb, 
VUinu BbiTpaBuTb u3 neca 
NaturopcKoro yepKeca, 
A XO3AIOLWKONM OHA 
B Tepemy Mex TeM OfHa 
Npu6eper uv npurotosut, 
Vm OHa He NpekocnosuT, 
He nepeyart ei OHM. 
Tak “gayT 3a QHAMM OHM. 


Bpatba munyto DeBuLly 
Nonw6unn. K He B CBeTAULLY 
Pa3, NUWb TONbKO paccBeno, 
Bcex ux Cemepo BOLO. 
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Crapwui monsun en: «Zlesuua, 
SHaeLUb: BCEM Thi HaM CeCTpnua, 
Bcex Hac Cemepo, Te6a 
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But you shake your head. Is this to 
Say our offer you refuse? 
Nothing from our stock you’ll choose?» 


«O my brave and bonny brothers, 
Virtuous beyond all others!» 

In reply the Princess said, 

«God in heaven strike me dead 

If my answer be not honest: 

I’ve no choice — my hand is promised! 
You're all equal in my eyes, 

All so valiant and wise, 

And | love you all, dear brothers! 
But my heart is to another 
Pledged for evermore. One day 

| shall wed Prince Yelisei!» 


Hushed, the brothers kept their station, 


Scratched their foreheads in frustration. 


«As you wish! So now we know,». 
Said the Eldest with a bow. 

«Pray forgive us — and | promise 
You'll hear nothing further from us!», 
«l’m not angry,» she replied, 

«By my pledge | must abide.» - 
Bowing low, the seven suitors 

Left her room with passions muted. 
So in harmony again 

Did they live and friendship reign. 


The Tsaritsa was still livid 

Every time she saw in vivid 
Memory the Princess fair. 

Long the mirror, lying there, 
Was the object of her hatred; 
But at last her wrath abated. 

So one day it came to pass 
That she took the looking-glass 
Up again and sat before it, 
Smiled and, as before, implored it: 
«Greetings, pretty looking-glass! 
Tell me all the truth, | ask: 


Who in all the world is fairest 


And has beauty of the rarest?» 
Said the mirror in reply: 

«You are fair, | can’t deny. 

But where Seven Knights go riding 
In a green ei asteliia 


Bce Mb! 106um, 3a ce6a 
Bastb Te6s Mbi BCe 6b! pal, 
fla Henbsa, Tax Bora paan 
Nomupy Hac Kak-Hu6ypb: 
OgHomy *eHOW 6yfb, 
Mpouwim NackoBonu cecTpow. 
UTO K Ka4YaeWb rONOBOIO? 
Ajlb OTKa3bIBaelUb HAM? 

Afb TOBap He NO kynuaM?» 


«On BbI, MONOAUbI YECTHBIe, 
Bpatubl Bbt MON posAHbIe,— 
Vm uapeBHa roBopuT, — 

Konn sry, nycTb Bor senut 

He covtTv *KUBON MHE C MECTa. 
Kak MHe 6biTb? Benb A HeBeECTA. 
Ona MeRA BbI BCE PaBHbIi, 

Bce yganbi, BCe YMHbI, 

Bcex a Bac s106nl0 CepneYyHo; 
Ho gpyromy A HaBe4HO 

OtnaHa. MHe Bcex munen 
Koponesuy Ennucei». 


Bpatba monya noctosnnu 
Mia B 3aTbInke noyecann. 


«Cnpoc He rpex. Mpoctu Tt Hac,— 


Crapwui MONBUN NOKNOHACh,— 
Konu Tak, He 3avKHyCA 

Yx 0 TOM».— «A He CepxycA,— 
Tuxo MonBuna OHa,— 

VU oTKa3 MOU He BUHa». 

>Kenuxu ei NOKNOHUNUCH, 
NotTuxoHbky yaAanunuch, 

U cornacHo Bce ONATb 

CTanu XUTb fa NOKUBATb. 


Mexay Tem Lapua 3naa, 
Npo uapeBHy BCNomuHaa”, 
He morna npoctutTb ee, 

A Ha 3epkanbue CBOe 
Qonro pynacb uv cepgunact; 
HaxonHeu, 06 Hem XBaTMNaCcb 
VU nowsa 3a HUM, UM, CeB 
Nepen Hum, gaOpina THeB, 
KpacoBaTbCa CHOBa CTana 
Vc ynpi6ko10 CHeeane: 
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< : Smudge a full confession made... Cpenb 3eneHbia Ay6pasbl, > 
L- Uttering a threat of torture, Y cemnu G6oratpipen 4 
} ow The Tsaritsa grimly swore to Ta, 4TO BCé x Te6A MeN». ~ 
iz Send the Princess to her death VU uapuua HaneTena 

i v Or not draw another breath. Ha YepHasky: «Kak Thi cMena 


O6MaHyTb M@HA? VB YeM!..» 
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I J One day by her window waiting Ta npvsHanaca BO BCeM: J 
ad For her brothers homeward hasting Tak uv tak. Llapuua 3snaa, , 
< Sat the young Princess and span. Ev poratTKon yrpoxaa, » 
. Suddenly the dog began > FlonoxKuna Usb HE KUTb, ‘ 
i Barking. Through the courtyard scurried Unb uapeBHy noryOuTb. . 
| ok A poor beggar-woman, worried 
L- “) By the dog she kept at bay Pa3 wapeBHa MosogzaA, 4 
Vai With her stick. «Don’t go away! Munbix 6paTbes nopKugasa, ~ 
y Us Stay there, stay!» the Princess shouted, Npana, CvgA NO OKHOM. . 
lat From the window leaning outward. Bapyr cepAnto nog KpbiIbuOM iD 
KA «Let me call the dog to heel Nec 3sanaan, uv peBuua > 
‘ And I'll offer you a meal.» Buaut: Huan YepHULa . . 
ph And the beggar-woman answered: Xogut no ABOpy, KNIOKON ef 

Ss «Pretty child, you take my fancy! Otrouaa nea. «Mocron, tr 
it For that dog of yours, you see, Ba6ywka, MOCTOM HEMHOXKO,— 4 
. i Could well be the death of me. Ei Kpu4uT OHa B OKOLUIKO,— - : 
he! See him snarling, bristling yonder! Npurpoxy cama A ncy % 
1: x Come here, child!» The Princess wanted Vi koi-4To Te6e CHecy». ie 
‘4 To go out, and took a loaf. OTBeyaeT ev YEPHULa: > 
|: J! But the dog its body wove «OX Tbl, AMTATKO HeBNLa! 4 
re Round her feet, refused to let her Nec npoxnsaTbiW ofonen, “ 
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Step towards the woman-beggar. 
When the woman, too, drew near, 
Wilder than an angry bear 

It attacked her. How perplexing! 
«Had a bad night’s sleep, ! reckon!» 
Said the Princess. «Catch it! There!» 


UYyTb BO CMepTMV He 3aen. 
NMocmoTpy, Kak OH xnonoYeT! 
Bbifb KO MHe».— LlapeBHa xo4eT 
Buiitu kK Hei Mv xne6 B3ana, 

Ho c KpbineuKa NUWWb CowNa, 
Nec ev” nog Horm — “ NaeT, 
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A And the bread flew through the air. VU k cTapyxe He MyCKaeT; x 

1s i The poor beggar-woman caught it. Jiuwib novpeT cTapyxa kK Hem, r 
i «| most humbly thank you, daughter, On, necHoro 3BepA 3nen, : 

i God be merciful!» said she. Ha ctapyxy. «4To 3a 4ygo? ul 
I E «in return take this from me!» BugHo, BbICNasica OH xyf0,— a 
| es The bright apple she was holding, E/ uapeBHa roBopuT,— ' ’ 
Te: Newly picked, fresh, ripe and golden, Ha x, nosu!» — vu xne6 neTuT. = 
4 » Straight towards the Princess flew..... CTrapywoHka xne6 novmana; f - 

a) How the dog leapt in pursuit! «BnarogapcrTBylo,— CKa3sasia.— a 

he “i, But the Princess neatly trapped it Bor Te6s Gnarocnosny; s 
Kay In her palms. «Enjoy the apple Bot 3a To Te6e, noBu!» > 

I ra At your leisure, little pet! Vik uapeBHe HasMBHOe, * 

% Thank you for the loaf of bread...» Monogoe, 30noToe Pi 
. rt Said the beggar-woman, brandished Npamo A6nouKo Nem... + 

1 In the air her stick and vanished... Nec Kak NpbIrHeT, 3ABUSXVT... ; 


Up the stairs the Princess ran 
With the dog, which then began 
Pitifully staring, whining 

Just as if its heart were pining 
For the gift of speech to say: 


Ho uapeBxa B o6e pyku 

XBaTb — nowmana. «Pagu CKyKU, 
Kywait sa6nouKo, MOM CBeT. 
Bnarogapcrsyii 3a o6en»,— 
CrapywonHouka Ckasana, 
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«Throw that apple far away!» 

Hastily his neck she patted: 

«Hey, Sokolko, what’s the matter? 
Lie down!» Entering once more 

Her own room, she shut the door, 
Sat there with her spindle humming, 
Waiting for her brothers’ coming. 
But she could not take her gaze 
From the apple where it lay 

Full of fragrance, rosy, glowing, 
Fresh and juicy, ripe and golden, 
Sweet as honey to the lips! 

She could even see the pips... 

First the Princess thought of waiting 
Until dinner. But temptation 

Proved too strong. She grasped the bright 
Apple, took a stealthy bite 

And with fair cheek sweetly hollowed 
A delicious morse! swallowed. 

All at once her breathing stopped, 
Listlessly her white arms dropped. 
From her lap the rosy apple 
Tumbled to the floor. The hapless 
Maiden closed her swooning eyes, 
Reeled and fell without a cry, 

On the bench her forehead striking, 
Then lay still beneath the ikon.... 


Now the brothers, as it chanced, 
Were returning in a band 

From another warlike foray. 

Out to meet them in the forest 

Went the dog and, running hard, 

Led them straight into the yard. 

Said the Knights: «An evil omen! 

Grief in store!» The door they opened, 
Walked into the room and gasped. 
But the dog like lightning dashed 

For the apple and devoured it. 

Death that instant overpowered it. 

For the apple was, they saw, 

Filled with poison to the core. 

By the dead Princess the brothers 
Bent their heads in tears and uttered 
Holy prayer to save her soul; 

Nothing could their grief console. 
From the bench they raised her, dressed her, 
Wished within a grave to rest her, 
Then had second thoughts. For she 
Was as rosy as if sleep 

Garlands of repose were wreathing 
Round her — though she was not breathing. 
Three whole days they waited, but 


Noknonunacb u nponana... 
VU c WapeBHON Ha KpbIsIbLIO 
Nec 6exuT uv ev B NULO 
KankO CMOTPMT, FPO3HO BOeT, 
CnoBHo cepgue necbe HoerT, 
CnoBHO xO4eT ei CKa3aTb: 
Bpocp! — Ona ero nackaTb, 
TpenneT H@xHO!IO PyKOW; 
«4To, CoKonko, 4¥To c TO6010? 
Jiar!» — wv B KOMHaTy Bownsa, 
Aisepb THXOHbKO 3anepna, 
Nog OKHO 3a NpAxy cena 
>Knatb XO3KeB, a rnagena 
Bcé Ha s6noKo. OHO 

Coxy cnenoro nonHo, 

Tak CB@XO UM Tak AYWUMCTO, 
Tak PyMAHO-3ONOTKCTO, 
ByAto Megom Hanunocp! 
Bugbl CEMeCYKM HACKBO3b... 
NogsoxpaTb OHa xoTena 

Ao o6ega, He cTepnena, 

B pyku A6nouKo B3aNna, 

K anbim ry6Kkam nogHecna, 
NotuxoHbky npokycuna 

VU xycoyek npornotuna... 
Bapyr oHa, MOA Aywa, 
NowatTHynacb He Abia, 
Benbi pyku onyctuna, 

Mnog pyMsAbbin ypoHnuna, 
SakaTunuca rnaza, 

VU ona nog o6pa3a 

Tonosou Ha naBKy nana 

U Tuxa, HeOBYMxKHa CTaa... 


Bpatba B Ty nopy Zomon 
Bosspaujanuca Tonnon 
C monogeuxkoro pa36oa. 
Vim HaBcTpeYy, FPO3HO BOA, 
Nec 6exnT vu KO “BOpy 


Nytb um KaxerT. «He k go6py! — 


Bpatbsa monsunu,— neyanu 
He munHyem». Mpnckakann, 
Bxogat, axHynu. B6e>x«as, 
Nec Ha sA6noKO cTpemrnas 
C naem KuHynca, o3nuncsa, 
Npornotun ero, cBanunca 
VU u3gox. HanoeHo 

Bbino 80M, 3HaTb, OHO. 
NMepea meptso1w WapeBHONW 
Bpatba B ropectyv AyWeBHON 
Bce noHuKnu ronoBon 

VU c MonuTBoIO CBATON 

C nasku nogHanu, ofenn, 
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Still her eyes were tightly shut. 

So that night with solemn ritual 

In a coffin made of crystal 

They laid out the body fair 

Of the Princess and from there 

To a hollow mountain bore her, 
Where a tomb they fashioned for her: 
iron chains they used to fix 

Her glass case to pillars six 

With due caution, and erected 

Iron railings to protect it. 

Then the Eldest smote his breast 
And the dead Princess addressed: 
«Ever peaceful be your slumber! 
Though your days were few in number 
On this earth — spite took its toll — 
Yet shall heaven have your soul. 
With pure love did we regard you, 
For your loved one did we guard you, 
But you came not to the groom, 

Only to a chill dark tomb.» 


That same day the bad Tsaritsa, 
Waiting for good news to reach her, 
Secretly the mirror took 

And her usual question put: . 
«Who is now by far the fairest 

And has beauty of the rarest?» 

And the answer satisfied: 

«You, it cannot be denied. 

You in all the world are fairest 

And your beauty is the rarest!» 


In pursuit of his sweet bride 

Through the country far and wide 

Still Prince Yelisei goes riding, 
Weeping bitterly. No tidings! 

For no matter whom he asks 

People either turn their backs 

Or most rudely rock with laughter: 

No one knows what he is after. 

Now to the bright Sun in zeal 

Did the bold young Prince appeal: 
«Sun, dear Sun! The whole year coursing 
Through the sky, in springtime thawing 
From the chill earth winter snow! 

You observe us all below. 

Surely you'll not grudge an answer? 
Tell me, did you ever chance to 

See the Princess | hevetes 
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XOPOHMTb ee xoTenu 

VU pasaymann. Oxa, 

Kak NOJ KPbIIbILUKOM y CHa, 
Tak Tuxa, cBexa nexana, 

4TO NUWb TONbKO He Abiwaa. 
Kaan Tp GHAR, HO OHa 

He Bocctana OTO CHa. 
Cotsopus o6pag neyanbubii, 
BoT OHM BO rpo6 xpycTanbHbIi 
Tpyn uapeBHb! Monogfon 
Nonoxunu — vu Tonnon 
NovHecnuv B nyctyio ropy, 

VB nonyHoyHylo nopy 

[po6 ee k wecTu cTon6am 

Ha wensax 4YyPyYHHbIx Tam 
OcToOpo>xKHO npuBuHTMny, 

VU pewetkon orpagnnn; 

VU, npea mMepTBo cecTpon 
COTBOPMB NOKNOH 3eMHON, 


Crapwimi Monsun: «Cnu Bo rpo6e. 
Bapyr noracna, xepTseon sno6e, 


Ha 3emne TBOS Kpaca; 
yx TBO NpumyT HeG6eca. 
Hamu Tbi 6bina n06uma 

VU ans munoro xpaHuma — 
He focTanacb HUuKOMy, 
Tonbko rpo6y ofHomy». 


B ToT xe AeHb Uapuua 3naa, 
Ho6poi Bectu oxugaa, 
Brave 3epkanbue Banna 
VU Bonpoc cson 3sapana: 

«SA Nb, CKAKN MHe, BCeX MNNee, 
Bcex pymaHen u Genee?» 

VU ycnbiwana B OTBeT: 

«Tbi, Wapvua, Cnopy HeT, 

Tbl Ha CBeTe BCexX Munee, 

Bcex pymaHen u Genee». 


3a HEBECTOI CBOE 
Koponesuy Enucen 
Mexay Tem no cBeTy CkaYeT. 
Het kak HeT! OH ropbKo nnayerT, 
U Koro HU CNpocnuT OH, 
Bcem Bonpoc ero myfipeH; 
KTo 8B raga emy CMeeTCA, 


KTo a OTBEpHETCA; = 
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So she’s dead, we must presume, 
That is, if my friend, the Moon, 
Has not met her on his travels 

Or seen clues you may unravel.» 


Through the dark night Yelisei, 
Feeling anything but gay, 

With a lover’s perseverance 

Waited for the Moon’s appearance. 
«Moon, O Moon, my friend!», he said, 
«Gold of horn and round of head, 
From the darkest shadows rising, 
With your eye the world apprizing, 
You whom stars with love regard 

As you mount your nightly guard! 
Surely you’ll not grudge an answer? 
Tell me, did you ever chance to 
See the Princess | revere? 

I’m her fiance.» «O dear!» 

Said the Moon in consternation, 
«No, | have not seen the maiden. 
On my round | only go 

When it is my turn, you know. 

It would seem that | was resting 
When she passed. «How very vexing!» 
Cried aloud Prince Yelisei. 

But the Moon went on to say: 

«Wait a minute! | suggest you 

Have the Wind come to the rescue. 
Call him now! It’s worth a try. 

And cheer up a bit! Goodbye!» 


Yelisei, not losing courage, 

To the Wind’s abode now hurried. 
«Wind, O Wind! Lord of the sky, 
Herding flocks of clouds on high, 
Stirring up the dark-blue ocean, 
Setting all the air in motion, 
Unafraid of anyone 

Saving God in heaven alone! 
Surely you’ll not grudge an answer? 
Tell me, did you ever chance to 
See the Princess | revere? 

I'm her fiance.» «O hear!» 

Said the Wind in turmoil blowing. 
«Where a quiet stream is flowing 
Stands a mountain high and steep 
In it lies a cavern deep; 

In this cave in shadows dismal 
Sways a coffin made of crystal. 
Hung by chains from pillars six. 
Round it barren land in which 

No man ever meets another. 
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Afb OTK@KEWb MHE B OTBETE? 
He Bugano nb rne Ha CBeTe 

Tbl WapeBHbI MONOAON? 

A KeHUX EM».— «CBeT Tb! MON,— 
KpacHo conHue oTBeYyano,— 

A uapeBHb! He BUzANO. 

SHaTb, €@ B KUBbIX YK HET. 
Pa3Be MeCAL, MOU Coceg, 
Toe-Hu6yfb ee fa BcTpeTun 
Unu cneg ee 3sametTun». 


TemHou HouKu Enucen 
Aloxfanca B TOCKe cBOoen. 


TonbKO MeCAL, NOKasanca, 


OH 3a HUM C MONbGON NorHanca. 
«Mecau, MECALL, MOM DDYyxKOK, 
NozonoyeHHbii poxok! 

Tbi BCTA€LUb BO TbMe rny6oKon, 
Kpyrnonuupin, cBeTnookui, 

VU, o6bi4ai TBO ni0G6a, 

3B8e3MbI CMOTPAT Ha Te6A. 

Allb OTK@KELUb MHE B OTBETe? 
He Bugan nv roe Ha cBeTe 

Tb! WapeBHbI MONOAON? 

A xKeHUux en».— «Bpateu Mo/,— 
OtTBe4aeT MCCALL ACHbIN,— 

He Bugan A DeBbI KpacHon. 

Ha ctopdxe @ CTOIO 

TONnbKO B OYepeAb MOW. 

Be3 MeHa WapeBHa BULHO 
Npo6bexana».— «Kak o6upHO!» — 
Koponesuy oTBeyan. 

ACHbIA MeECALL NDOAOMKaN: 
«Norogn; 06 Hen, ObiITb MOXeT, 
Betep 3HaeT. OH nomoxeT. 

Tb! K Hemy Tenepb CTynah, 

He neyanbca xe, Npowai». 


Enucei, He yHblBas, 
K BeTpy KMHyNCa, B3bIBaR: 
«Betep, Betep! TbI moryy, 
Tbl FOHACLUb CTaV Ty4, 
Tbi BONHYeLUb CuHe MOpe, 
Bciogy Beeb Ha MpocTope. 
He 60uuibca HUKOrO, 
Kpome bora ogHoro. 
Anb OTK@KEWb MHE B OTBETe? 
He Bugan nu roe Ha cBeTe 
Tb! WapeBHbI MONOZOK? 
A KeHNx ee».— «Mocrov,— 
OtseyaeT BeTep 6yNHbIN,— 
Tam 3a peYKOnW TUXOCTPyNHONM 
EcTb BbICOKaa ropa, 
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In that tomb your bride discover!» 
With a howl the Wind was gone. 
Yelisei wept loud and long. 

To the barren land he journeyed 
Desperately, sadly yearning 

Once again to see his bride. 

On he rode. A mountain high 

Rose before him, soaring steeply 
From a land laid waste completely. 
At its foot — an entrance dim. 
Yelisei went quickly in. 

There, he saw, in shadows dismal 
Swayed a coffin made of crystal 
Where the Princess lay at rest 

In the deep sleep of the blest. 

And the Prince in tears dissolving 
Threw himself upon the coffin... 
And it broke! The maiden straight 
Came to life, sat up, in great 
Wonder looked about and yawning 
As she set her bed see-sawing 
Said with pretty arms outstretched: 


«Gracious me! How Iong I’ve slept!» 


Down she stepped from out the coffin... 


O the sighing and the sobbing! 
Carrying his bride, he strode 
Back to daylight. Home they rode, 
Making pleasant conversation 

Till they reached their destination. 
Swiftly rumour spread around: 
«The Princess is safe and sound!» 


B Hei rnyGoKxaa HOpa; 

B Tow HOpe, BO TbMe NeYasbHON, 
[po6 KayaetTca xpycTasbHbii 

Ha wenax mexay cTon6os. 

He Bugatb HYYbUX CNeAOB 
Bxpyr Toro nyctoro mMectTa, 

B Tom rpo6y TBOA HEBeCTa». 


Betep pane no6Gexan. 
Koponesuy 3sappizan 
VU nowen k nycTtomy MecTy 
Ha npexpacHylo HeBeCTy 
NMocmoTpetb ele XOTb pas. 
Bot uperT; “ nopHANAaCb 
Nepeg Hum ropa KpyTag; 
Bxpyr Hee CTpaHa nycTan; 
Nog ropoto TeMHbIN BxOL. 
Ou TyMa cKopeii uperT. 
NMepey Hum, BO Mrne neyanbHON, 
[po6 Kayaetca xpycTanbHbin, 
VB xpycTanbHOM rpo6e TOM 
CnuT uapeBHa BeYHbIM CHOM. 
Vo rpo6 HeBeCcTbI MUNOK 


Ou yaapunca Bcei cunon. 
Tpo6 pa3s6unca. esa Bapyr 
Oxuna. [nagut BOKpyr 
VisyMneHHbIMy rna3zamy, 

U, Kayancb Hap, WeENnAMM, 
NpussgoxHys, npousHecna: 
«Kak xe fonro 9 cnasa!» 

Vi ectaeT OHa 3 rpo6éa... 
Ax!.. u 3appiganu 06a. 

B pyku OH ee GepeT 
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It so happened the Tsaritsa 

In her room was idly seated 

By her magic looking-glass 
And to pass the time did ask: 
«Who in all the world is fairest 
And has beauty of the rarest?» 
Said the mirror in reply: 

«You are fair, | can’t deny, 

But the Princess is the fairest 
And her beauty is the rarest!» 
The Tsaritsa leapt and smashed 
On the floor her looking-glass, 
Rushing to the door she saw the 


Fair young Princess walk towards her. 


Overcome by grief and spite, 

The Tsaritsa died that night. 

From the grave where she was buried 
To a wedding people hurried, 

For the good Prince Yelisei 

Wed his Princess that same day. 
Never since the World’s creation 

Was there such a celebration; 

| was there, drank mead and yet 
Barely got my whiskers wet. 
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V\ Ha CBET 3 TbMbI HECceT, 
YU, 6ecenya npuaTHo, 

B nyTb nyckaioTca o6parTHo, 
VY Tpy6uT ye monsa: 
Aouka WapcKkaa xuBa! 


oma B Ty nopy 6e3 zena 
3nan mayexa cugena 
Nepeg 3epkanbuem CBOouM 
V 6ecegosana c Hum, 
Tosopa: «A nb BCex munee, 
Bcex pymaHeli u 6Genee?» 
V ycnbilwana B oTBeT: 
«TbI NpeKpacHa, CnoBa HeT, 
Ho WapesHa BCé x munee, 
Bcé pymsHen vu Genee». 
3nan Mayexa, BCKOYNB, 
O6 non 3epkanbue pa36ue, 
B aBepu npsmo no6exana 
VU uapesry nosctpeyana. 
Tyt ee Tocka B3sana, 
V wapuua ymMepna. 
Jub ee NoxopoHunu, 
Ceanp6y ToTyac yauHunu, 
Vi c HeBeCTOlo CBOen 
O6seHyanca Enncei; 
VU HuKTO C Hay¥ana Mupa 
He Bugan Takoro nupa; 
A Tam 6bin, Meg, nuBo nun, 
Aa ycb! nub O6mounn. 
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|: THE TALE OF THE POPE CKASKA O NONE ‘| 
Fa AND OF HIS WORKMAN BALDA* VU O PABOTHMKE EFo BAJIZE i 
Par a 
as ; ' : ay 
I: orridge-head wn-6bin non, 
i wa, Was a pope, who is dead. . DOMaGR TOOKOHHbI 106. 
tas $4 He went out a-shopping one day 4a) KOS Nowen non no 6asapy 
: my) To look for some wares on the way; acs) NOCMoTpeTb KON-KaKOrO TOBapy. 
| t And he came on Balda, who was there, Hasctpeyy emy Banga | 
; Who was going he knew not where, VUget, cam He 3Has kyfa. ns : 
I= And who said, «Why so early abroad, old sire? «4TO, GaTbKa, Tak paHoO NOAHANCA? ort 
1 And what dost require?» Yero TbI B3bICKasICA?» aD 
i He replied, «For a workman | look, Non emy B oTBeT: «HyKeH MHe pa6OTHUKk: i 
l To be stableman, carpenter, cook; Nosap, KOHIOX VW NNOTHUK. ; = 
Eg But where to procure Arge HaviTv MHe Taxoro is] 
1 Such a servant? — a cheap one, be sure!» Cnyxutena He CnuWwiKOM fopororo?» Dt 
Ws Says Balda, «!/ will come as thy servant, Banga ropopnt: «Byay cnyxutb Te6e cnaBHo, A 
Pe I'll be splendid, and punctual, and fervent; YcepAHO MW OYeHb UCNpaBHO, i 
_* And my pay for the year is — three B rog 3a Tpv Wenka Te6e no n6y, | 
raps on thy head; Ectb Ke MHe AaBaii BapeHyto nonby». is 
Only, give me boiled wheat when I’m fed.» 5 ' 
‘ Then he pondered, that pope; Npu3zagymanca non, = 
‘ Scratched his poll, put his hope Cran ce6e novecbiBatb no6. 3 
In his luck; in the Russian Perhaps. Lilenk uuenky Befb po3b. =| 
«There are raps,» he bethought him, «and raps,» fla noHagesnca OH Ha pyCCKUi aBocb. i] 
And he said to Balda, «Let it be so; Non rosoput Bange: «JiagHo. - ut 


There is profit for thee and for me so; He 6ygerT Ham | 
Go and live in my yard, Noxusu-ka | 
And see that thou work for me nimbly ue 
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And he sleeps on straw pallet; but ah! 
He gobbles like four men, 
Yet he labors like seven or more men. 
The sun is not up, but the work simply races; 
The strip is all ploughed, and the nag in 
the traces; 
All is bought and prepared, and the stove is well 
heated; 
And Balda bakes the egg and he 
shells it — they eat it; 
And the popess heaps praise on Balda, 
And the daughter just pines for Balda, and is sad; 
And the little pope calls him papa; 
And he boils up the gruel, and dandles the lad. 
But only the pope never blesses 
Balda with his love and caresses, 
For he thinks all the while of the reckoning; 
Time flies, and the hour of repayment is beckoning! 
And scarce can he eat, drink, or sleep, for, alack, 
Already he feels on his forehead the crack. 
So he makes a clean breast to the popess 
And he asks where the last rag of hope is. 
Now the woman is keen and quick-witted 


HEMP ATAIAT ED CEC ATRIA A 


Cnut ce6e Ha conome, 

EcT 3a YeTBepbix, 

Pa6oTaeT 3a CeMepbix; 

id ceetna Bcé y Hero nnsawer, 
Jlowapb 3anpsxeT, nonocy scnawe;r, 
Neb 3aTonutT, BCe 3arOTOBMT, 3aKkynuT, 
Auyko ucneyeT fa cam “ OGnynutT. 
Nonanba Bangon He HaxBasNTca, 
NonosuHa o Bange nuwWb uv neyanutca, 
NoneHok 30BeT ero TATeN; 

Kawy 3aBapuT, HAHYUMTCA C AMTATEeN. 
Tonbko non oguHn Bangy He mo6ur, 
Hukorga ero He npurony6nuT, 

O pacnnate DyMaeT YaCTeHbKO; 
Bpema “ger, 4 Cpok yk 6Nn3seHbKO. 
Non Hu eCT, HM MbeT, HOM HE CNT: 
JIo6 y Hero 3apaHe TpeLWMT. 

Bot OH Nonagbe npu3sHaerTca: 

«Tak VW Tak: 4TO DenaTb OCTaeTCA?» 
Ym y 6a6bi Aoragnus, 

Ha BcaAKNe xuTpocTu noBaganMB. 
NMonagba roBopu tT: «3Halo CpeAcTBO, 
Kak yfanuTb OT Hac Takoe 6epcTBO: 
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And for any old trickery fitted, 
And she says, «| have found us, my master, 
A way to escape the disaster: 
Some impossible job to Balda now allot, 
And command it be done to the very last jot; 
So thy forehead will never be punished, | say, 
And thou never shalt pay him, but send 
him away.» 
Then the heart of the pope is more cheerful 
And his looks at Balda are less fearful, 
And he calls him: «Come here to me, do, 
Baida, my good workman and true! 
Now listen: some devils have said 
They will pay me a rent every year till I'm dead. 
The income is all of the best; but arrears 
Have been due from those devils for three 
' mortal years. 
So, when thou hast stuffed thyself full 
with the wheat, 
Collect from those devils my quit-rent, complete.» 
It is idle to jar with the pope; so he, 
Balda, goes out and sits by the sea, 
And there to twisting a rope he sets 
And its further end in the sea he wets. 
And an ancient fiend from the sea comes out: 
«Balda, why sneakest thou hereabout?» 
— «! mean with the rope the sea to wrinkle 
And your cursed race to cramp and crinkle.» 
And the ancient then is grieved in mind: 
«Oh why,.oh why, art thou thus unkind?» 
— «Are ye asking why? and have not you 
Forgotten the time when the rent was due? 
But now, you dogs, we shall have our joke, 
And you soon will find in your wheel a spoke.» 
— «O dear Balda, let the sea stop wrinkling, 
And ail the rent is thine in a twinkling. 
| will send thee my grandson — wait awhile.» 
— «He is easy enough,» thinks Balda, «to beguile!» 
Then the messenger imp from the ocean darted, 
And to mew like a famished kitten started. 
«Good morrow, Balda, my dear muzhik! 
Now tell me, what is it, this rent you seek? 
We never heard of your rent — that’s flat; 
Why, we devils have never had worries like that. 
Yet take it, no matter! — on this condition, 
For such is the judgment of our commission, 
So that no grievance hereafter be — 
That each of us run right round the sea, 
= the Se — iii the whole of the tax. 


Sakaxu Bange cnyx6y, 4To6 cTano emy 
HEBMOUb; 

A Tpe6yii, 4T06 OH €€ VCNONHMN TOYb-B-TOUb. 

Tem Tbi 4 no6 OT pacnpasb! n36aBuLUb 

VU Bangy-To 6e3 pacnnatbl oTNpaBuub». 

Ctano Ha Cepaue nona Becenee, 

Hauyan OH rnageTb Ha Bangy nocmenee. 

Bot OH KpuunT: «lMogu-ka croga, 

Bepubii moi pa6otHuk Banga. 

Cnywai: nnatutb o6A3anucb YepTu 

Mure o6poxk no camo moe cmMepTy; 

Jlyuwero 6 He HagO6HO AOxonAa, 

ia ecTb Ha HAX HEAOMMKM 3a TpU roga. 

Kak Ha@lbCa Tb! CBoei non6pl, 

Co6epu-ka c Yeptei O6poK MHe NONHbIii». 

Banga, c nonom noHanpacny He cnopa, 

Nowen, cen y 6Gepera mops; 

Tam OH CTan BepeBKy KPyTUTb 

Oa koHeu, ee B MOpPe MOUNT. 

Bot v3 MOps BbINe3 CTapbii Bec: 

«3ayem Tb, Banga, K Ham 3ane3?» 

— «fla BOT BepeBKO xO“y MOpPe MOPLUMTb 

fia Bac, NPOKNATOe nnemsa, KOPYNTb». 

Beca ctaporo B3ana TyT YHbINOCTb. 

«Ckaxu, 3a YTO Takan HEMUJIOCTb?» 

— «Kak 3a 4TO? BbI He NNOTUTe O6poka, 

He nomMHuTe NONO*KeHHOrFO CpoKka; 

Bot yxxo 6yfeT Ham NoTexa, 

Bam, co6akam, Bennkan nomMexa».— 

«Bangywka, NOrofM Tb! MOPLUMTb Mope, 

O6pok cnonHa Thi NONyyWWb BCKOpe. 

Norogy, Bbiwsio K Te6e BHYyKa». 

Banga MbICnuT: «OToro npoBecTy He Wtyka!» 

BblHbIPHyN NOAOCNAaHHbIN GeceHoK, 

SamMayKasl OH, KaK FONOAHbIN KOTEHOK: 

«SgapascTByn, Banga-MyxXN4oK; 

Kako te6e HapoGeH O6poK? 

O6 o6poxe Bek MbI He CNbIxasu, 


‘He 6bino YepTam Takon neyanu. 


Hy, Tak 4 6biITb — BO3bMU, Ja C yroBopy, 
C o6wero Hawero npuroBopy — 

4To6b! BNpeAb He ObiINO HUKOMY ropa: 
Kro cxopee u3 Hac O6exuT OKONO MOpA, 
Tot u 6epu ce6e NonHbIi O6poK, 

Mexgay TeM TaM MpuroTOBAT MeELWOK». 
Sacmesnca Banga nyKkaso: 

«4TO Thi 9T0 B woe cel " 

Foe te6e Tarat 

Co MHo!0 
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Contend with the great Balda, with me? 
Art thou the foe who is sent to face me? 
My little brother shall here replace me.» 
Then goes Balda to the nearest copse; 
Catches two hares, that in sack he pops, 
And returns to the sea once more, 
To the devilkin by the shore. 
And he grips one hare by the ear; 
«Thou shalt dance to our own balalaika, 
my dear. 

Thou, devilkin, art but young and frail; 
Dost thou strive with me? thou wilt only fail; 
It is time and labor lost for thee; 
Outstrip my brother, and thou shalt see! 
So, one, two, three, and away — now race him!» 
Then off goes the imp, and the hare 

to chase him. 
And the imp by the seashore coasted, 
But the hare to the forest posted. 


Now the imp has circled the seas about, 
And he flies in panting, his tongue lolls out, 


And his snout turns up, and he’s thoroughly wet, 


With his paw he towels away the sweat, 

And he thinks he has settled Balda. But there! 
Balda is stroking the brother-hare, 

And repeating, «My own, my deary, 

Now rest, my poor brother, for thou art weary!» 
Then the imp of a heap was struck, 
And tamely his tail through his legs he stuck; 
At the brother-hare he glanced askew, 

Said, «Wait, | will fetch the rent for you.» 


When he got to his grandad, «Too bad!» he said; 


«Balda — the young one — got right ahead.» 
Then the ancient fiend had a notion; 
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K MOptO ONATb OH NpnxoganT, 

Y mops GecenHka HaxognuT. 

Aepxut Banga 3a ywu ogHoro 3aiky: 
«NonnaAwu-Tka Tel nog Hawy Ganananxy; 
Tbi, GECeHOK, eLue MONOAeHEK, 

Co MHOl0 TaraTbCa CnaGeHeK; 

Sto 6bino 6 NNWb BPEMeHN TpaTa. 
O6roHuv-Ka CnepsBa mMoero 6para. 

Pa3, oBa, Tou! DOrOHAi-Ka». 

Nyctunucb 6eCeHoK UM 3aika: 

BeceHok no Gepery mopcKomy, 

A 3aiKa B NecoK 40 gomy. 

Bot, Mope kpyrom o6ex*aBluy, 

BoicyHyB A3bIK, MOPAKY NOAHABLUN, 
Npu6exan GeceHoK 3afbIxanch, 

Becb MOKpeWeHeK, NankowW yTupanch, 
Mbicna: geno c Bangow cnagurt. 

Cnagb — a Banga Gpatua rnagu+, 
Npurosapusaa: «Bpateu, Mon mo6umpii, 


Yctan, 6eAHsx«ka! OTQOXHY, POAUMBIi». 
Becenok oToponen, 

XBOCTMK NOsKaN, COBCeM NpucMMpen, 
Ha 6patua nornagbipaeT 6oKom. 


«Norogu,— ropoput,— cxoxy 3a O6poKom». 


Nowen k Zeny, ropopnT: «Bena! 
O6orHan MeHA MeHbLUONM Banga!» 
Crapbii Bec ctan TyT DyMaTb oymy. 

A Banga Hapenan Takoro Wwymy, 

YUtTo scé Mope CMyTUNOCb 

VU BonHaMhH Tak uw pacxognnocs. 

Bpine3 GeceHok: «MONHO, MyxKNYOK, 
Bpiwnem te6e Becb o6pok — 

Tonbko cnywai. Buguulb Tb! nanky 3Ty? 
Bui6epu ce6e mo6yio meTy. 
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Shall have the whole of the rent for booty. 
Why dost thou wait? why standest cowed? 


Dost thou fear to sprain thy wrist?» — «’Tis a cloud 


Up there | await. | will toss thy stick up 
Righl in the cloud, and will start a kick-up 


For you fiends!» And again he had won, had Balda 


And the terrified imp told his grandpapa. 
And Balda again made the waters roar 


And threatened the fiends with the rope once more; 


And the imp popped up again; «Why dost fuss? 
If thou wilt, thou shalt have all the rent from us.» 


How Bailda was the winner again. 
Then the devils, no help for it, rose and went 

In a ring, and collected the whole of the rent, 
And they loaded a sack 

On Balda, who made off with a kind of a quack. 
And the pope when he sees him 

Just skips up and flees him 

And hides in the rear of his wife 

And straddles, in n fear of his life: 


A Banga Hap, MOpeM ONnATb WYMUT 
Ala yepTam BepeBKou rposnT. 
Boine3 onaTb GeceHokK: «YTO Thi XNONOYeLUIb? 
Byet Te6e o6pok, konu saxouelb...» 
— «Het,— rospoput Banga,— 
* Tenepb Moa yepena, 
Ycnosua CaM Ha3sHayy, 
Sanam Te6e, BpaxeHOK, 3agayy. 
Nocmotpuyom, Kakosa y Te6a cuna. 
Buauub: Tam cusan Ko6bina? 


Anon, 3aBvgn Bangy, BCKakuBaerT, 
3a nonagblo npsyeTca, 

Co cTpaxy KopaynTca. 

Banga ero TyT oTbickan, 

Otgan o6pok, nati Tpe6osate cran. 
Begupit non 
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ie ’ «Nay, nay,» says Balda, Ko6biny NogbIMU-TkKa TBI, i 
Pad «] think it is my turn, ha ha! ja HeCcuv ee NonBepctTp!; 4 
he Little enemy, now the conditions to make, . CuHecetb koObiny, O6p0K yx TBON; oe | 
pe And to set thee a riddle to crack. He CHeCcelb KOObINbI, AH GyfeT OH MOM». , 
i. Let us see what thy strength is. Look there BeaveHbkuii 6ec : | 
hea At yonder gray mare: = Nog ko6biny nognes, ea 
l= | dare thee to lift her . Nonatyxunca, ved 
| ee And half a mile shift her. Novanpyxunca, yee 
So, carry that mare, and the rent is thine; NpunogHsan KoG6piny, o8a wara warHyn. + , 
le But carry her not, and the whole is mine.» Ha TpeTbem ynan, HOKU MpOTAHyN. ; 5 
{< And the poor little imp then and there A Banga emy: «[nynpii Thi 6Gec, nail 
if Crawled under the mare, Kyfa > Tb! 3a HamMuv None3? r 
a And there he lay lugging her Vi pykamu-To cHecTu He cmor, “| 
His And there he lay tugging her, A a, CMOTPU, CHECy NPOMex HOF». ‘ 
| And he hoisted that mare for two paces; but falling Cen Banga Ha Ko6biInky Bepxom, >) 
/ | ae As he took the third, he dropped there sprawling. la gepoty npockakan, Tak 4TO NbiNb CTon6om. a 
Then says Balda, «What avails to BY, Vicnyranca GeceHoK u kK feny =) 
i—s Thou fool of an imp, with us to vie’ Nowien pacckasbiBaTb npo Takylo nobesy. | 
| For thou, in thy arms thou couldst not rear her, 4) 
I~ But see, between my legs I'll bear her.» SGT CHa SEE oo 
I a ee : Qenatb HeYyero — co6panu nonHbli o6poKk “eu! 
ie And he mounted the mare, and galloped a mile, Dana Ganpy Bseanunn MeuioK bam 
i And the dust eddied up; but the imp meanwhile Viner 6 — : d 
~~ Ran scared to his grandad, and told him then AGT DAMA OER SERA ER; " 
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But Balda made a noise and commotion, KTo fanee nanxy 6pocur, y 

And the ocean was vexed, ToT nyckxaii uv O6poK yHocnT’T. a 

, And the waters were parted next, 4TO x? GOUWbCA BbIBAXHYTb PY¥KUN? :) 

1 And the imp slipt out: «’Tis enough, muzhik; Yero Tbl Newb?» — «la Kny BOH STO TyYYKU: my 
| Pp We will send to you all the rent you seek. SawiBbipHy Tyfa TBO! Nanky, 4 
jog But listen; dost thou behold this stick? fla v HauHy Cc BaMu, YepTAMH, CBanky». 
i= Now, choose thou a mark, and take thy pick; Vcnyranca 6eceHoK fa k neny, ot 
| And the one who the stick can farthest shoot, he — paccxa3uinath npo Bangosy no6eay, SS 
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Then the pope, poor old chap, ' Ac TpeTbero wenka 
Put his pate up. At Rap Boiuv6no ym y crapuka. 
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Kj 


a Number One, up he flew A Banga npurospapusan c yKopu3Hon: 
ed To the ceiling. At Rap Number Two «He rousnca 6b! Tbl, NON, 3a BewWeBN3HOM». 
< The pope, the poor wretch, 

Ny Lost the power of speech. 

toed And at Rap Number Three he was battered, 

-* And the old fellow’s wits, they were shattered. 

He But Balda, giving judgment, reproached him: 

mq «Too keen 

S28 Upon cheapness, my pope, thou has been!» 
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For his ruthless ways and fierce, 
But in later, riper years, 
Wearying of war and strife, 
Showed a fondness for a life 
Of repose and calm... 

Alas! 
By his neighbours now he was 
Teased and harassed: oft did they 
Overrun his lands. At bay 
For to hold them old Dadon 
Had to keep large armies on 
All his borders, near and far. 
But-the captains of the Tsar 
Proved, to his alarm, too slow 
For the nimble-footed foe: 
Thought in all good faith to be 
Southward bound, he suddenly 
Was encountered in the east, 
Or, when there expected least, 
f. Would at sea be sighted... 
‘ a Poor 
{ ; Tsar Dadon could ill endure 
Such reverse. He wept in rage, 
Lost his sleep, and for a sage, : 
ti wil srk and — m 


eae = > ole rt) 


ve In his yore he had mean i known — 


THE TALE OF THE GOLDEN COCKEREL 


Vi cocenaM TO uv Deno 
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CKASKA O SOJIOTOM NETYLUKE 


aa 


erge, B TPUAeCBATOM LIapCcTBe, 


Foy) B TpnaecaTOM rocyfapcTBe, ny 
ty <i >Kun-6bin CnaBHbli Lapb Alanon, ie, 
fu) Cuéonogy 6bin rposeH OH (Ci 


HaHocun o6ugbi cmeno, 
Ho nog cTapocTb 3axoTen 
OTAOXHYTb OT paTHbIX Den - 
VU noxon ce6e yctpontp; Ks 
Tyt cocegu 6ecnoKkonTb 
Ctanu ctaporo uapa, 


CTpawHbii sBpeg emy TBOpA. g 

Yto6 KOHUbI CBOUX BNageHnii , 
OxpaHsTb OT HananeHni, Fc 
Hlomxex 6bin OH Comep>kaTb @, 
MuoroyncneuHyto pat. ‘@ , 
Boesogbl He Apemann, ) 


Ho Hukak He ycnesBannu: 

Kayt, 6bigano, c tora, rnaob,— 
AH C BOCTOKa Ne3eT paTb. 
Cnpasat 39eCb,— nuxne roctu 4 
Uayt oT Mopa. Co 3noctu 
Una nnakan uapb Japon, 
Vnga 3a6bipan uv COH. 
4To VU XU3Hb B 1 


i a 
{ ar Peye: leis ve mela plat see te 
UP oN 


Pan 4 


Into the presence of Dadon, Bot myapeu nepeg Lianonom 
And from out his sack — behold! — Cran VW BbIHyN “3 MeLuKa 

Brings he forth a Cock of gold, Sonotoro neTywka. 

Saying, «Heed my counsel, Sire, «Mocagu Thi sty ntuuy,— 

Place the Cock atop a spire, Moneun on uapio,— Ha cnnuy; 
And on guard he'll faithful stand NMetywok mon 30noTONK 

Of your great and mighty land. Bynet BepHbiii CTOpox TBOM: 
While there’s peace, O Tsar, he will Konb Kpyrom Bcé 6yneT MUpHO, 


On his perch keep very still, Tak cufetb oH 6yneT CMupHO; 
But if there be threat of war, Ho JULb YyTb CO CTOpOHbI 


aude ee raid OnighaTs Tete agi ia 
y Unb Ha6era Cunbl 6paHHon, 


Sythe ene Unb rou 6Gepbi He3BaHON 
Then the Cock his wings will spread, a . : 
Baur Ttorga Mou neTywoK 


Lift his golden, crested head 
Apunogbimet rpe6ewok, 


And with loud and piercing crow 
SaKkpu4uT VU BCTpeneHeTcA 


Give you warning where the foe 
Thinks to strike.» VB To MecTo oGepHetTca». 


«| do declare,» Llapb ckonua 6narogapnr, 
Said the Tsar, well pleased, «that ne’er Topbi sonoTa cynut. 
Heard | better words or braver. «3a Takoe OfONxKeHbe,— 
Honest wizard, of my favour TOBOpMT OH 8B BOCXMLWeHbe,— 
Rest assured. Whate’er you will, Bonto nepsyto TBOIO 
That shall 1 at once fulfil.» A ucnonutw, Kak Molo». 


Perched atop a turret steep, 
Sleepless watch the Cock did keep 
O’er the land, but, so we learn, 

If alarmed, at once would turn 


Toward the side whence danger came 


And address Dadon by name 
Crying,«Cock-a-doodle-doo! 

| have this to say to you: 

Lie abed, o Tsar, and reign.» 

And — O joy! — Dadon’s domain 
Was attacked and stormed no more 
And for once could rest from war. 


Thus a year or two went by 

Till a sudden hue and cry 

In the early hours of dawn 
Roused the sleeping Tsar Dadon. 
«Wake, O Tsar our father, pray!» 
Called his voyevoda™. «Eh?» 


. Yawned Dadon and opened an eye. 


«What's this awful clamour?» «Why, 
"Tis the Cock. He’s crowing, Sire, 
Loud as loud atop the spire; 
All are up and in a fright...» 
To the window for a sight, . 
Of the Cock Dadon now hurried. 
Eastward was the badly flurried 
Sentry facing as he crowed. 
Cried Dadon, for this did bode 
Nothing good: «Ho, men, to horse!» 
And he sent a mighty force, 
With his first-born at its head, 
War to wage. 

As off they sped, 
On his perch the Cockerel 
Ceased to crow and silent fell. 


Eight full days went by but no 
Tidings came from friend or foe. 
Had a battle taken place 

Or had they one still to face? .. 
As the fear and panic grew, 
Loud the Cock shrilled out anew. 
Tsar Dadon, by wisdom led, 
Sent his younger son at head 

Of a second host in search 

Of the first. 


Upon his perch, 
Husiad and still, for. eight whole days 


NerTywok C BbICOKOM CNMLbI 
Ctan cTepeub ero rpaHuubl. 
UyTb ONACHOCTb rfe BYALA, 
BepHblii CTOpoOx, Kak CO CHa, 
LUiepenbHeTcs, BCTpeneHeTca, 


K Tou CTOpoHKe OG6epHeTca 


VU kpuunt: «Kupn-ky-ky. 
Llapctsyi, nexa Ha Goxy!» 
VU cocegu npucmupenn, 
Boesatb yxe He CMeN: 
TakOBoi UM Uapb Llanou 
flan oTnop co Bcex CTOpOoH! 


Tog, Apyrov npoxogut mMupHo; 
NetTywok cngnt Bcé cmupHo. 
Bot ofHa>x*Ob! Uapb Janou 
CTpalwHbiIM WyMom npo6y>xneH: 
«Ljapb Tb! Haw! ore, Hapoga! — 
BosrnawaeT BoeBposza,— 
Focygapb! npocHucp! Gena!» 

— «4TO Takoe, rocnofa?» — . 
Tosoput flanou, 3eBnan,— 

A?.. Kto Tam?.. Gega kakan?» 
Boesoga rosopnut: 

«MeTyWOK ONATb KPUYYUT, 

CtTpax uv WyM BO BCen CTONNue. 
Liapb K OKOLWKYy,— aH Ha cnuue, 
Bugut, GbetTca neTywok, 
O6paTuBwncb Ha BOCTOK. 
Megnutb HeYero: «CKopee! 
Slogan, Ha KOHb! Si, *uBee!» 
Llapb K BOCTOKy BONCKO uiNeT, 
CrTapwini CbIH ero BeneT. 
MetTywoKk yroMoHunca, 

LUlym yTux, “ Wapb 3a6binca. 


BoT npoxogAuT BOCeMb AHeH, 
A OT BOUCKa HET BeCcTen: 
Bbino nb, He 6biINO Nb CpaxKeHbA,— 
Het Danouy GoHecenbas. 
NetTywok KPU4UT ONATb. 
Knu4eT Lapb Apyryio patb; 
CbiHa OH Tenepb MeEHbLUOTO 
LUnet Ha BbIpyuky 6onbworo; 
MeTyWOk ONATb yTUX. 
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Sat the Cock. With anxious gaze 
Tsar and townsfolk watched him, till 
Once again that rousing shrill 

Rang above the palace. Then 

Tsar Dadon a host of men 

Did himself without delay 

Cali to arms and straightaway 

Lead them eastward... 


On they went, 
On their wearing mission bent, 
But no camp, no battie-ground, 
Not a barrow or a mound 
Met upon the way. At last, 
When a week and day had passed, 
‘Fore a gorge surrounded by 
Hills whose summits scraped the sky 
And where stood a silken tent 
They arrived, worn out and spent. 
All around in disarray 
Torn and broken odies lay. 
Tsar Dadon in sudden dread 
Nearer drew... Before him, dead, 


By each other’s swords pierced through, 


Lay his sons, his falcons two, 

With their steeds, of movement shy, 
Wandering in the field nearby, 

O’er the crushed and bloody grass... 
«O, that this should come to pass!» 
Cried Dadon, and beat his breast. 
«That my sons, my own two blest 
Falcons should be trapped and die 
In this wise... Indeed, ’tis my 

Death has come, and all is lost!» 
Joining in, the Tsar’s brave host 
Wailed with him... A heavy sigh 
From the hills came in reply. 

Of a sudden out the tent, 

To Dadon’s great wonderment, 
Stepped a maid, Tsarina of 
Shamakhan, the skies above 

With her dazzling beauty shaming. 
Like a night-bird by the flaming 

Orb of day, so was he dazed 

And, enthralled, upon her gazed, 
Sons and host forgot... The maid 
Smiled most sweetly, and with staid 
Bow she led him by the hand 

To her tent and there in grand, 

Nay, e’en more,— in sumptuous style 
Feted him. So did they while 

Half the merry night away, 

After which, at break of day, 


cai a 


Sioa B cTpaxe HUY NpoBo”ST, 
Netywok KPU4UWT ONATb, 

Llapb CKNUKaeT TPeTbIO PaTb 

VU Benet ee K BOCTOKYy 

Cam, He 3Haa, ObITb NM NPOKy. 


Boiicka uAyT OeHb UV HOU; 
Um CTaHOBUTCA HEBMOUb. 
Hu no6ouula, HY CTaHa, 
Hu HagrpoGHoro KypraHa 
He scTpeyaeT Wapb Jjanou. 
«4To 3a 4yf0?» — MbIC/IUT OH. 
Bot OCbMOU YK DEHb NPOXxoAMT, 
Boitcko B ropbi Llapb NPUBOANT 
VU npomex BbICOKUx rop 
Bugaut wenkosbii watep. 
Bcé B 6e3monsuu 4yfeCHOM 
Bxpyr watpa; B yuujenbe TECHOM 
Patb no6uTan NexuT. 
Llapb Jlanon k waTpy cnewmT... 
YtTo 3a CTpawHasn KapTuHa! 
Nepeg HUM ero Ba CbIHa 
Bes wenomos uv 6e3 nat 
O6a MepTBble ear, 
Mey BOH3KBWWU Apyr BO Apyra. 
Bpogst KOHN ux CpeAb nyra, 
fo npoTontaHHou Tpase, 
Mo kpoBaBou mypase... 
Llapb sapbin: «Ox, feTu, AeTu! 
Tope MHe! nonanwcb B CeTU 
O6a Haw cokona! 
Tope! cmepTb Moa Npuwna». 
Bce 3asbisiv 3a fanoHom, 
3acTOHasa TAXKKAM CTOHOM 
Fny6b ponuH, vu cepaue rop 
Notpacnoca. Bapyr watep 
PacnaxHynca... W AeBUuLa, 
LUamaxaHckaa Yapuua, 
Boca cuam, Kak 3apa, 
Tuxo sctTpetuna uapa. 
Kak npeg conHuemM NTuua HOU, 
Llapb yMOsIK, eH FNAAA BON, 
VU 3a6bin OH nepeg HEN 
Cmeptb o60nx cbiHoBeN. 


-Vi ona nepeg LanoHom 


YrbiGuynacb — Mv C NOK/IOHOM 
Ero 3a pyky B3ana 

VB watep CBOon yBena. 

Tam 3a cTon ero caxana. 
BCAKMM ACTBOM yroluana, 


ES, beau S WG ool oe y;* TACT win oye Po eee wy OS Re oa er. 
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On a bed of gold brocade 
For to rest him he was laid... 


Thus, bewitched, entranced, content, 


With the maid a week he spent. 
But at last the week was done 
And for home the good Dadon 
Set him out with host and maid, 
While ahead, by none delayed, 
Old Dame Rumour swiftly flew, 
Spreading fact and fable, too. 
At Dadon’s own gate a crowd 
Met the Tsar and ran with loud 
Cheers behind the royal pair, 
And the two with gracious air 
Smiled and waved... 


YnoxnNa OTAbIXaTb 

Ha napyoByto KpoBaTb. 

VU noTom, HegZento poBHo, 

Noxopsxcb ei Ge3sycnoBHO, 

OxongoBaH, BOCXVLIEH, 

Nuposan y Hen Alanon. 
HakoHeu 4 B NyTb O6paTHbli 

Co cBoew cunon paTHOon 

Uc nesuuen MonopoOn 

Llapb oTNpaBunca DOmMON. 

Nepega Hum MonBa 6exana, 

Bbinb v He6binb pasrnawana. 

Nog cronuyuei, 6nu3s BOpoT 

C WyMoOM BCTpeTHNA ux Hapo”,— 

Bce 6erytT 3a konecHuuen, 
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Amid the throng 
Which was many hundreds strong 
Now did Tsar Dadon espy 
In a turban with a high 
Snow-white top his friend the seer 
Whom at once he beckoned near. 
To the bearded ancient thus 
Spake Dadon: «Pray, answer us: 
Is there aught you wish for, sage?» 
Said the man: «You did engage 
To repay your debt to me, 
Promising most faithfully 
For to do what | desire. 
Hear my wish and grant it, Sire: 
The Tsarina for my own 
1 would have.» At this Dadon 
Stood aghast. Cried he: «Egad! 
Good my man, you must be mad, 
This may lead to your undoing... 
Surely ’tis the devil’s doing 


Bontieceaioet ea ton 
mine ue ae ae 


3a MianoHom u uapuuen; 
Bcex npusetctsyeT Japon... 

Bapyr 8 Tonne yeugen OH: 

B capayHcKon wanke 6enon, 

Becb kak ne6eab nocegzenbii, 
Crapbii ppyr ero, cxoneu. 

«A, 3Q0POBO, MOU OTeL,— 

Monsun Lapb EMy,— YTO CKaXKeLUb? 
Nopb no6nuxe. YTo npuKkaKeulb?» 
— «Llapp! — oTBeTcTByeT mMyApeu,— 
Pa304TeMCA HaKOHeLl. 

NOMHUWb? 3a Molo ycnyry 
O6ewanca MHEe, Kak Apyry, 

Bonto nepByto Molo 

Tb! UCNONHTb, Kak CBOIO. 

logapu > Thi MHe AeBULLY, 
LWamaxancky!o Wapuuy». 

KpaitHe uapb 6bin usymnen. 

«4TO Tb!l? — CTapLly MONBUN OH,— 
VUnu 6ec B Te6a BBepHynica, 


nie Vite en, a he Da AF “3 pe, Seca pat ola sat lat 


And naught else... | won’t deny, Unu Tht Cc yMa pexHynica. 
Give my word | did, but why YTo Tb! B ronoBy 3a6pan? e 
Ask for something you don’t need? A, KOHEYHO, O6eLYan, ie 
es, Put a limit on your greed Ho Bcemy Xe e€CTb rpaHua. ri 
"a : And go not, | beg, too far — VU 3ayem Te6e pAeBuuia? ee 
~ io You forget that | am Tsar! NonHo, 3HaeWb NM, KTO A? ¥ A 
2 Be a boyar", if you will, Nonpocu Tb! oT MeHA * 
DD) With my gold your coffers fill, XOTb Ka3Hy, XOTb YUH GoapcKui, (< 
Ky f, Take my horse for you to ride, XOTb KOHA C KOHIOWHN LiapcKon, 
ie Half my tsardom take beside.» XoTb NONUApCTBa MOEro». 
Fs «Nay,» the eunuch answered him, — «He xouy 9 HuYero! 

| ’ q «Call it fancy, call it whim, Nogapn Ti MHe DeBHLLy, ¥ 
is y But I'll have the young Tsarina.»’ LUamaxaHckylo Wapnuy»,— % 

Bix us «What?!» Dadon exclaimed. «You sinner!» FoBoput mMyapeL B OTBET. G 
hy And in towering rage he spat Fintonyn uapp: «Tak mux xe: HeT! - ¥ 
Ip \ On the ground. «Now just for that Huyero Tb! He NONyYWLWb. . 
Wad You'll get nothing, do you hear? Cam ce6a Th, TPeLWHNYK, MYYULUb; : 

i Guards, remove him!» But the seer Y6upaica, uen noKka; 
ey Trying vainly to protest, ’ Otrawmte ctapuka!» «> 
= And with some 'tis surely best = CtTapuyoKk xoTen 3acnoputh, Xe : 

Wy To refrain from arguing, Ho C MHbIM HakNagHO B3f0pMTb; ra 

W Tsar Dadon his staff did bring Llapb xBaTun ero *xe3nomM | 
ie Down upon the ancient’s head, No n6y; TOT ynan HUYKOM, a 
i”: Whereupon the mage dropped dead. Ma uv gyx BOoH.— Bca cronuua 5 

| pe The whole town was thunderstruck... Cogpornynacb, a gesuua — ae 

ee But the maid showed wondrous pluck. XU-XU-xU fla xa-xa-xa! Ss 
bra «Ha-ha-ha!» laughed she. «Tee-hee!» He 6ouTca, 3HaTb, rpexa. 4. 
f] And the Tsar, though pained was he, Llapb, xOTb ObiIN BCTPEBOXeH CUJIbHO, 4 
. ay } Beamed at her... YomexHysica ei) YMUJIbHO. ee 
we As through the gate Bot — Bbe3xkaeT B Fopor OH... we 
zo They moved:slowly on in state, Bapyr pa3sganca nerkui 3B0H, ae 
| <a To the marvel of the town, VB rnasax y Bcei CTONNUbI 5) 
ee From his spire the Cock came down, Netywok cnopxHyn Co CnMub!, ay 
| oi On the Tsar’s bald pate alighted, K KonecHuue noneten | 
to Gave a peck, and, maining frighted, VU uapio Ha Tema Cen, ry 
Flew away... Bctpenenynca, KnioHyn B Tema w 

With Graken moan V B3BuCA... V B TO Ke BpeMA eA 

From his chariot Dadon —_. C konecHuub! nan Hanon — Oy 

Rolled and breathed his last forthwith, Oxnys pa3,— uw yMep OH. ry 
Ii While the maid he’d come there with A uapuuia Bapyr nponana, we 
| Vanished and no more was seen, ~ Byato Bosce He 6bIBano. : . 
Just as if she’d never been... Cka3ka 1Oxb, Ja B He Hamek! Ai 

| : To you all, my lads, and each Ao6ppim MonoguaM ypoK. 4 
| Let this tale a lesson teach. a 


* Boyar — calling conferred 
on aman, making him a member 
of an aristocratic order. te 
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THE FISHERMAN AND THE GOLDFISH 


here once lived an old man and 
his goodwife 


§ They lived in a tumble-down hovel 
For thirty-three summers and winters. 

The old man used to fish for his living, 

And his wife spun yarn on her distaff. 

He once cast his net in the ocean, 

And pulled it up with mud from the bottom; 
He again cast his net in the ocean, 

And this time caught nothing but seaweed; 
When he cast his net for the third time, 
One fish was all that he landed, 

No common fish, though, but a goldfish. 
Now the goldfish began to implore him, 
And it spoke like a réal human being: 

«Put me back, old man, into the ocean — 

| will pay you a right royal ransom, 

| will give you whatever you ask me.» 

The old man was astonished and frightened — 
He’d been fishing for thirty-three summers, 
Bat had not heard of any fish talking. 

So with care he untangled the goldfish 

And tenderly said as he did so: 

«God bless you, my dear little goldfish! 
Thank you kindly, | don’t want your ransom. 
Go back to your home in the ocean, 

And roam where you will without hindrance.» 


CKA3KA O PbIBAKE M PbIBKE 


|Wn CTapuk CO CBOeWO CTapyxon 
“map Y CAMOTO CUHETO MODS; 
: ‘“ OHV XKUNN B BETXOM 3eEMNAHKe 


Bisgees PoBHO TpugLiaTb neT u Tpu rona. 


Crapnuk noBpun HeBOgOM pbiby, 
Crapyxa npana CBol0 npaxy. 

Pa3 OH B MOpe 3aKUHyn HeBO”,— 
Npuwen HeB0f C OfHOIO THHON. 

OH B Apyrou pa3 3akunyn HeBOn,— 
Npuwen HeBog Cc TpaBoON MoOpcKOW. 
B TpeTuu pas sakuHyn OH HeBOD,— 
Npuwen HeBog C ODHOIO pbi6Kon, 

C Henpoctow pbi6Koi/i,— s0noTow. 
Kak B3MONUTCA 30N0TAaA pbIGKa! 
Tonocom monsuT yenoBeubuoM: 
«OTNYCTH Tbl, CTapye, MeHA B MOpe! 
Aloporow 3a ce6a gam oTKyn: 
OTKynnl0Cb 4eM TONbKO NOxKeNnaewb». 
YauBunca CTapuk, ucnyrasica: 

OH pbi6ayun TpuguaTb NeT uv Tov rona 
Vi He cnbixusan, 4TO6 pbi6a ropopuna. 
OTnycTMUN OH pbi6ky sonoTy1o 

VU cxa3an ei nackoBoe cnoBo: 

«Bor c ToGo, 3onotaa pbi6xa! 
Tpoero MHe OTkyna He Hao; 

Crynai ce6e B cuHee mope, 

Tyna Tam ce6e Ha npoctope». 


To his wife the old fisherman hastened 
To tell her about this great marvel. 

«| caught only one fish this morning — 
A goldfish it was, most uncommon; 

It spoke like a Christian, and begged me 

To put it back into the ocean, 

And promised to pay a rich ransom, 

To give me whatever | asked for. 

But how could | ask for a ransom? 

| released it without any payment.» 

His wife started scolding her husband: 

«Oh you simpleton! Oh you great silly! 

Couldn’t make a mere fish pay a ransom! 

You at least might have asked for a wash-tub — 
For ours is all falling to pieces!» 


The old man returned to the seashore, 
Where the blue waves were frolicking lightly. 
He called out aloud for the goldfish, 

And the goldfish swam up and demanded: 
«What is it, old man, you are wanting?» 

With a bow, the old man said in answer: 
«Forgive me, Your Majesty Goldfish! 

My old woman has scolded me roundly — 
Won't leave me alone for a minute, 

She says that she wants a new wash-tub, 
For ours is all falling to pieces.» 

The goldfish murmured in answer: 

«Do not worry, go home, God be with you — 
Very well, you shall have a new wash-tub.» 


To his wife the old fisherman hastened, 

And behold — there it was, the new wash-tub. 
But she scolded him louder than ever: 

«Oh you simpleton! Oh you great silly! 

To ask for a tub — a mere wash-tub! 

What good can you get from a wash-tab? 
Return to the goldfish, you silly, 

Bow down low and ask for a cottage.» 


Again he went back to the seashore, 

And this time the blue sea was troubled. 

He called out aloud for the goldfish, 

And the goldfish swam up and demanded: 
«What is it, old man, you are wanting?» 

With a bow, the old man said in answer: 
«Forgive me, Your Majesty Goldfish! 

My old woman is angrier than ever, 

Won't leave me alone for a minute — 

The old — ‘says she wants a new cottage.» 
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Bopotunca cTapuk KO cTapyxe, 
Pacckasan ev Benukoe 4yfo: 
«A CerogHA NovMan 6bino pbl6ky, 
SonotyW pbl6ky, He NPOCTyio; 
No-Hawemy roBpopuna pbi6ka, 
Diomon B Mope CnHee Npocunacs, 
Moporoto ueHoo oTKynanacb: 
OTkynanacb 4emM TONbKO noxenaio. 
He NOCMeN A B3ATb C Hee BbIKyN; 
Tak nycTun ee B CuHee mope». 
Crapuka ctapyxa 3a6paHuna: 
«flypayuna Tb, npoctodunal! 
He ymen Tb! B3ATb BbIKyna C pbI6ku! 
XoTb 6b! B3AN Th! C Hee KOPbITO, 
Hawe-TO COBCeEM packononocb». 


Bot nowen OH K CAHeMy MOpW; 
Bugut,— mope cnerKa pasbirpanocp. 
Cran OH KAMKaTb 30N0TYIO pblOky, 


Npunnbina k HemMy pbiGKa “ cCnpocuna: 


«4ero Te6e HagoGHO, cTapye?» 

Ei” C NOKNOHOM CTapuk OTBeYaeT: 
«Cmunyiica, rocygapbiks pbl6ka, 
Pas6paHuna MeHsA MOS CTapyxa, 

He faeT cTapuky MHe NOKOWW: 
HagoG6Ho ef HOBOE KOPbITO; 

Hawe-To COBCeM pacKononoc». 
OtpeyaeT 30noTasa pbiGxka: 

«He neyanbca, cTynai ce6e c Borom, 
Byget Bam HOBOE KOPbITO». 


Bopotunca cTapuk ko CTapyxe: 
Y cTapyxv HOBOe KOpPbITO. 
Ewe nye crapyxa 6panHutca: 
«flypaynua Thi, NpocToduna! 
Buinpocun, Aypayuua, KopbiTo! 
B kopbiTe MHOFO Nb KOpbicTn? 
Bopotuch, Aypanua, Thi K pbi6Ke; 
NoknoHncb ei, BbINPOCK yx u36y»». 


BoT nowen OH K CAHeMy MOPW, 
(Nomytunoca cuHee mope.) 
Cran OH KAUKaTb 30NnOTyIO pbiGky, 
Npvnnbina K Hemy pbi6ka, Cnpocuna: 
«Yero Te6e HagOGHO, CTapye?» 
Ei cTapuk C NOKNOHOM OTBe4aeT: 
«Cunnyiien, ee — 
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So back the old man turned his footsteps; 
Not a sign did he see of his hovel. 

In its place stood a new gabled cottage, 
With a chimney of brick, newly whitewashed, 
A fence with oak gates stood around it; 

And there sat his wife at a window; 


When she saw him, she scolded him roundly: 


«Oh you simpleton! Oh you great silly! 
To ask for no more than a cottage! 
Go and bow to the goldfish, and tell it 
That I'm tired of being a peasant, 
That | want to be made a fine lady.» 


The old man then returned to the seashore, 
Where the ocean was restlessly foaming, 
He called out aloud for the goldfish. 

The goldfish swam up and demanded: 
«What is it, old man, you are wanting?» 
With a bow, the old man said in answer: 
«Forgive me, Your Majesty Goldfish! 

My old woman is madder than ever, 

She gives me no rest for a second, 

Says she’s tired of being a peasant, 

And wants to be made a fine lady.» 

The goldfish murmured in answer: 

«Do not worry, go home, God be with you.» 


To his wife the old fisherman hastened, 

And what did he see? — a tall mansion; 

On its white marble stairs — his old woman. 
She was wearing a rich sable jacket, 

And a head-dress, in gold all embroidered; 
Her neck was with pearls heavy laden; 

She wore golden rings on her fingers; 

She was shod in the softest red leather; 
Zealous servants bowed meekly before her, 
As she cuffed them and rated them roundly. 


The old man then approached his wife, saying: 
«Greetings, your ladyship, greetings, fine lady! 


Now | hope that your soul is contented!» 
She angrily bade him be silent 
And sent him to serve in the stables. 


First a week slowly passed, then another, 
The old woman grew prouder than ever. 
One morning she sent for her husband, 
And said: «Bow to the goldfish and tell it 
| am tired of being a lady, 

And | want to be made a Tsaritsa.» 

Her husband implored her in terror, 


Saying: «Woman — you've surely gone crazy! 


You can’t even talk like a lady! 
You'd be mocked at all over the kingdom! 


Nowen OH KO CBOe/H 3eEMNAHKe, 

A 3@M/IAHKU HET yx UW Cnena; 

Nepeg Hum u36a Co cBeTenkon, 

C kupnusHon, 6enenoro Tpy6ow, 

C ny6osBbImu, TECOBLIMM BOpOTH. 
CTapyxa CuguT nog OKOWKOM, 

Ha 4em CBeT CTOUT My>xka pyraerT: 
«flypaynna Thi, nNpDAMOM NpocTodnuna! 
Buinpocun, npoctoduna, usby! 
Bopotucb, NOKNOHUCSH pbi6Ke: 

He xouy GbiTb YEPHOM KPECTbAHKON, 
Xouy 6biTb CTON60BOI0 ABOPAHKOM». 


Nowen crapuk kK CMHemMy MOp1O; 
(He cnokovHo CnuHee mope.) 
Cian OH KMKaTb 30n0TYI0 pblbky. 
Npunnbina k Hemy pbl6ka, cnpocuna: 
«Yero Te6e HagoG6HO, crapye?» 
Ef” C NOKNOHOM CTapuK OTBeYaeT: 
«Cmusyiica, rocyfapbiHa pbl6K«a! 
Nyuye npexHero cTapyxa B3Aypunach, 
He gaeT cTapuky MHe NOKOW: 
Yk He XO4eT GbiITb OHA KPECTbAHKON, 
XoyeT ObITb CTONGOBOIO ABOPAHKOM». 
OtBeyaeT 30n0Tas pbiGKa: 
«He neyanbca, crynai ce6e c Borom». 


Bopotunca cTapuk ko CTapyxe. 
YTO &K OH BUANT? BbiCOKuiA TepeM. 
Ha Kpbiibue CTOUT ero CTapyxa 
B noporou co6onben nywerpeiixke, 
NapyeBan Ha MakoBKe KuuKa, 
>Kemyyryv orpy3unn wer, 
Ha pykax 30no0Tbie NepcTHy, 
Ha Horax KpacHbie Canoxkun. 
Nepeg Helo ycepaHbie cnyru; 
Ona 6beT ux, 3a YyNPyH TacKaerT. 
ToBoput cTapuk CBoen CTapyxe: 
«3ppaBcTByi, GapbiIHA CyAapbIHA DBOpAHka! 
Yan, Tenepb TBOA AYWEHbKAa DOBONbHa». 
Ha Hero npuKpnkHyna CTapyxa, 
Ha KOHIOWHE Cy KUTb ero nocnana. 


BoT Hegena, Apyran npoxognr, 
Ewe nye cTapyxa B3gypunacb; 
OnstTb K pbl6ke cTapuka nocpinaerT. 
«BOpOTMCb, NOKNOHUCA pbiGKe: 

He xouy 6biTb CToN60B010 ABOPAHKON, 
A xoyy 6bITb BONbHOIO apnuen». 
Vicnyranca ctapuk, B3Monunica: 

«4To Thi, 6a6a, GeneHbi O6benach? 
Hu crynutb, HY MONBMTb He ymeelib! 
HacmMeuwiutib Tb! WeENOe WAPCTBO». 


His old woman grew madder than ever, 


Slapped his face and then shouted in passion: 


«How dare you, muzhik, stand and argue, 
Stand and argue with me, a fine lady? 

Go at once — if you don’t, then | warn you, 
You'll be dragged to the shore, willy-nilly.» 


The old man went down to the seashore 
(The ocean was swollen and sullen). 

He called out aloud for the goldfish, 

And the goldfish swam up and demanded: 
«What is it, old man, you are wanting?» 
With a bow, the old man said in answer: 
«Forgive me, Your Majesty Goldfish! 
Again my old woman's gone crazy! 

Now she’s tired of being a lady! 

She wants to be made a Tsaritsa. 

«The goldfish murmured in answer: 

Do not worry, go home, God be with you! 
Very well! She shall be a Tsaritsa!» 


To his wife the old fisherman hastened, 
And what did he see? A grand palace; 


Ocepgunaca nywe cTapyxa, 

No weKe yaapuna myxa. 

«Kak Tbl CM@CLUb, MYKUK, CNOPUTb CO MHO!O 
Co MHOW, ABOPAHKOM CTON6OBOI0? — 
Crynaii k Mopio, roBopsat Te6e YecTbIO, 

He novpeutb, noBegyT NnoHeBOoNe». 


Crapuyok oTnNpaBunca K MOptO, 
(NoyepHeno cuHee mope.) 
CTan OH KIUKaTb 30NOTYIO pbIOKy. 
Npunnpina K Hemy pbi6ka, cnpocuna: 
«4ero Te6e HagOG6HO, CTapye?» 
Ei C NOKNOHOM CTapnk oTBeYaeT: 
«Cmunyiica, rocyfapbikA pbl6xa! 
Onsatb MO CTapyxa OyHTyeT: 
Yx He xOYeT ObITb OHA DBOPAHKON, 
XoveT ObiTb BONbHOW LIapnuen». 
OtBeyaeT 30noTan pbi6xa: 
«He neyanbca, ctynai ce6e c Borom! 
Ho6po! 6yfeT ctapyxa yapnuen!» 


CTapuyoxk K CTapyxe BOpoTUNnca. 
YTo «? npeg HUM LiapcKve nasatTbl. 
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In the palace he saw his old woman, 

At the table she sat, a Tsaritsa, 

Attended by nobles and boyards; 

They were pouring choice wines in her goblet, 
She was nibbling sweet gingerbread wafers; 
Around her, grim guards stood in silence, 
With halberds upon their broad shoulders. 
The old man was aghast when he saw this, 
He bowed to her feet and said humbly: 
«Greetings, Oh mighty Tsaritsa! 

Now | hope that your soul is contented!» 

But she gave not a glance at her husband — 
She ordered him thrust from her presence. 
The boyards and nobles all hastened 

And drove him with blows from the chamber; 
The guards at the door waved their halberds 
And threatened to cut him to pieces. 

All the people derided him, saying. 

«Serves you right, now, you ill-bred old fellow. 
You churl — this will teach you a lesson, 

To keep to your station in future!» 


First a week slowly passed, then another; 
The old woman grew prouder than ever. 
She sent for her husband one morning, 
And her chamberlain haled him before her. 
The old woman spoke thus to her husband: 
«Go, bow to the goldfish, and tell it 

That !’m tired of being Tsaritsa, 

Of the seas | want to be mistress, 

With my home in the blue ocean waters; 
The goldfish | want for my servant 

To do my commands and my errands.» 


B nanatax BYaMT CBOIO CTapyxy, 
3a CTONOM CUauT OHa LIapULien, 
CnyxaT ei Gonpe oa ABOpAHe, 
HanupBatoT ev 3aMopckuMe BUHbI; 
SaegaeT OHA NPAHVKOM NeYaTHbIM; 
Bxpyr ee CTouT rpo3sHasn CTpaxa, 
Ha nneyax TonopuKu Aep>xarT. 

Kak yaugen crapuk,— vucnyranca! 
B HOrM OH CTapyxe NOKNOHMNCA, 


Monsun: «SgpascTByi, rpo3Has Wapuua! 
Hy Tenepb TBOA AYWEHbKa JOBOsIbHa». 


Ha Hero CTapyxa He B3rnavHyna, 
Jiuwib Cc O4eK NpOrHaTb ero Benena. 
Nop6exanu Gospe v ABOpsAHe, 
CtTapuka s3awenv saTonkanmn. 

A B® aBepAx-TO CTpaxa nog6exana, 
Tonopamnu 4yTb He u3py6una. 

A Hapog-To Hag, HAM HaCMesIICA: 
«Mogenom Te6e, cTapbii HeBe xa! 
Bnpeab Te6e, HeBexa, HayKa: 

He caguca He B CBOU CaHu!» 


Bot Hegena, Opyran npoxogutT, 
Emme nye cTrapyxa s3aypunacb. 
LlapegBopueB 3a MyKeM NocbINaeT, 
Otbickanu cTapuka, npuvBenn K Hel. 
ToBoput crapuky cTapyxa: 
«BOpoTuCb, NOKNOHUCA pbibKe. 

He xouy 6bITb BONbHO!O LapuueN, 
Xouy 6biTb BNapAbINMUeH MOPCKO1O, 
YTOObI KNTb MHe B OKMAHE-MOpe, 
YtTo6bl cnyxkuna MHe pbi6ka 30noTaA 
VU Gpina 6 y MeHA Ha NOCbINKaX». 


The old man durst not contradict her, 

Nor open his lips to make answer. 

He sadly set out for the seashore. 

A tempest raged over the ocean, 

Its waters were swollen and angry, 

Its billows were boiling with fury. 

He called out aloud for the goldfish. 

The goldfish swam up and demanded: 
«What is it, old man, you are wanting?» 
With a bow, the old man said in answer: 
«Forgive me, Your Majesty Goldfish! 

What shall | do with my cursed old woman? 
She is tired of being Tsaritsa, 

Of the seas she now wants to be mistress, 
With her home in the blue ocean waters; 
She wants you to be her own servant, 

To do her commands and her errands.» 
Not a word spoke the goldfish in answer, 
It just swished its tail, and in silence 
Disappeared in the depths of the ocean. 
He waited in vain for an answer, | 

And at last turned his steps to the palace; 
And behold — there again stood his hovel; 
On the doorstep sat his old woman, 


With the same broken wash-tab before her. 


Crapuk He ocMenusica nepeunth, ( 
He fep3Hyn nonepek cnoBa MONBUTb. as 
BoT ugeT OH K CiHeMy MOpW, j 
Buaut, Ha Mope 4YepHag Gypa: me 
Tak “ B3fynucb CepgznTbie BONHBI, ae 
Tak U XOfAT, Tak BOEM VU BOIOT. 
CTan OH KAMKaTb 30N0TYIO pblbky, A 
Npunnbina K Hemy pbi6ka, cnpocuna: we 
«Yero Te6e HagO6OHO, CTrapye?» .. 
Eu crapuk C MOKNOHOM OTBeYaeT: ay 
«Cmunyiica, rocyfapbikA pbi6xa! cy 
UTO MHe AenaTb Cc npoKnaToiw 6a60n? ne 
Yk He XOY4eT 6bITb OHA LIapuueN, wt 
XoveT ObiTb BNaAbINNLEN MOPCKOW; - 
YtTo6bt KuTb ei B OkusHe-mope, y? 
YtTo6bi Tb! Cama ei cnyxKuna q 
V 6bina 6bI y He Ha NOCbINKAaX». Pe 
Huuyero He Ckasaia pbl6ka, Pe 
JlVub XBOCTOM NO Bose mnecHyna ‘Ss 
VU yuina B rny6okoe mope. 
Honro y Mops «fan OH OTBeTA, & 
He foxganca, K CTapyxe BOopoTuncA — a 
Cnagb: onaATb NepeA, HUM 3eMNIAHKa; ah 
Ha nopore cunt ero cTapyxa, ic 
A npea Helo pas6uT0e KopbiTo. K 
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